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FROM LAKE TO WILDERNESS. 



CHAPTER I. 

A MYSTICAI, CONVERSATION. 

In the Northern Peninsula of Michigan there is no 
stream more wild and picturesque, more generous to the 
angler than Dead River. 

It empties into Lake Superior at the city of Marquette. 

On a sultry afternoon early in July two lads of seven- 
teen were fishing in this stream about two miles from its 
mouth. 

They sat on a flat rock that jutted into a deep, circular 
pool. Their rods were beside them, and two gayly- 
painted floats lay motionless on the black water. 

All around them was the virgin forest — a tangle of 
timber, rocks and undergrowth. From a distance came 
faintly the brawling of the Powder Mill Falls. 

Both lads were tall and vigorous, and sturdily built; 
niddy and bronzed with health and much out-door living. 

As far back as they could remember the two had been 
chums and close friends. 

Garth Railton's eyes and hair were jet black, and his 
face showed determination, pluck and strong character. 
Andy Conway had curly brown hair, laughing eyes of 
gray, and a frank, jolly face that was a clear index to hi^ 
nature. 



6 A Mystical Conversation. 

"Not a single bite since we came here," remarked 
Garth. "I wonder what's wrong." 

"The sun must be too hot," suggested Andy. "I don't 
believe we'll catch any more. We can't complain, though. 
' I call thi;r^retty good for half a day's work." 

He lifted from the water a big string of pike, perch, 
and sunfish, and held them for an instant, critically test- 
ing their weight. j 

"Yes ; it is a fair haul," said Garth, approvingly. "They 
must Veigh every bit of twenty pounds, and that's all 
Brent wanted, you know. I'd like to have one big fellow 
yet to put on top." 

"Oh, what's the use?" exclaimed Andy. "We may as 
well pack up and start for home. It must be nearly five 
o'clock." 

"That^Wt late," replied Garth. "What's wrong, old 
fellow? You have been impatient all day; or is it ex- 
citement?" 

"I guess ft is," admitted Andy, laughingly. "Not much 
wonder, though, with to-morrow nearly here. It seem^ 
almost too good to be true. I'm impatient to get home 
and finish packing up, so that everything will be in ship- 
shape for the start to-morrow afternoon. Why, I've been 
dreaming about Ontario every night for a month, and 
how you can take things so coolly is more than I can 
' understand." 

"Oh, I'm built that way!" replied Garth. "I'mjjo^t 
as eager for the trip as you are, if I don't show it.^ Just 
think of what it means, bid t^now— tC'crmse afCTng the 
lake in our snug little boat, and then a fortnight's cami 
ing in the land of big game and big fi shy^We have well 
earned it, Iftoligli; for III was tough work during the past 
year to keep up our studies and make money at the same 
tim^," 
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**You're right it was," assented Andy. "But the time 
seemed to go pretty quick, after all. Do you remember 
the day last August when our fathers said we might 
take the trip this summer if we went through school all 
Jright and earned enough money in the meantime to pay 
jour expenses ? We did both, too. It's just a week to-day 
fince we graduated from the high school away up in 
our class, and as for money — well, we earned enough to 
buy our outfits, and there's a snug balance over for ex- 
penses on the way, and for hiring an Indian guide when 
we reach Ontario. We ought to have a good time,, con- 
sidering how long we've planned this trip and worked 
^or it. It's been the dream of our lives for years back. 
How long is it, anyhow, since those sailors and old woods- 
men got us into the notion by telling us thrilling stories 
of Ontario and the great Lone Land ?" 

"At least half a dozen years," replied Garth. "We 
must make the most of this trip, Andy, for when we 
cwne back the serious business of life begins. We've 
got all the education we're likely to get — unless we teach 
ourselves. Deeply as my heart is set on going camping 
; to Ontario, I would gladly throw up the whole thing 
' if I could go to college in the fall." 

"So would I," admitted Andy, soberly; "but it's not 
to be, and there's an end of it. I have given father my 
promise to take the first business opening that offers." 

"So have I," answered Garth. "There's nothing like 
making the best of things, old fellow." 

"Hullo! there goes your float clear under," Andy 
ydled, excitedly. "Quick! quick!" 

Garth made a frantic grab for his rod, which was al- 
ready moving oflf the rock, and caught it in the nick of 
time. 
tAhig £sh had taken the hook, and for a momtivV ox 
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wo the struggle was intensely exciting. The mon- 
ster fought hard to escape, and sought the bottom of 
the pool in its frantic darts. 

Twice it broke water, revealing a head of massive girth, 
and then it turned and lunged straight for the rock. 
Look out! Don't allow him any slack!" yelled Andy. 
Hold him tight." 
Garth, more cool-headed than his companion, handled 
the rod skillfully, and checkmated the fish at every point. 
Finally he got hold of the line, and, with a steady pull, 
he hauled out a big pike. It appeared to weigh at leas^ 
three pounds. 








short cut through the timber in order to avoid the wind- 
ings of the stream. 

This necessitated a climb over a pretty steep hill, and 
as they were descending the other side of it, cautiously 
picking their way from stone to stone. Garth suddenly 
checked his companion. 

"Hold on/' he said, "we must make a detour. Those 
bushes just ahead hide a pretty ugly precipice. I have 
good reasons to recognize the place, for I nearly fell over 
it once." 

Andy was in the lead, but instead of stopping or 
changing his course, he advanced half a dozen steps. 
Then he halted, and held up a warning finger. 

"Don't make any noise," he whispered. "I'm sure I 
hear voices." 

"So do I," replied Garth, after listening for a moment. 
"What can any persons be doing in this lonely spot ? Let's 
investigate, Andy." 

No sooner said than done. The boys crawled noise- 
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lessly to the brink of the rocky ledge, and, parting the 

screen of bushes with their hands, they looked down. 

The precipice was partly covered with undergrowth, 

and sloped at a sharp angle to the base of the hill — z 

distance of twenty feet. Beyond was an open, grassy 

^ glade, and here, stretched lazily on the short turf, were 

A two men. 

\ One was clean-shaven, while his companion had a heavy 

•. black mustache. They wore outing suits of gray tweed, 

i stylishly made, and were smoking fragrant cigars. 

\. Between them was a napkin littered with sandwiches, 

bottles and dishes, showing that they had just finished 

luncheon. Close by lay fishing rods and creels, and a 

picnic hamper. 

Andy and Garth were neither alarmed nor surprised 
by what they saw. They recognized the men as two 
guests of the Marquette Inn. 

They had been stopping there for several weeks past, 
and spent most of their time hunting and fishing. They 
were said to be bankers from New York, and their re^ 
I fined and prosperous appearance lent color to this state- 
ment. It was known that they had presented letters of 
introduction to Mr. Cudlip, the senior member of the 
firm of Cudlip & Praed, whose banking house was the 
most solid institution of the kind in Marquette. 

The first impulse of the boys was to retreat, lest they 
should be discovered in the act of playing the spy. 

But just then the conversation of the strangers took 
a higher and audible key, and the first sentence chained 
* the young eavesdroppers to the spot. 
; "Yes," said one, "nothing could have turned out better. 
I am heartily glad that all is arranged ; for playing the 
sportsman is not a role suited to my taste." 
"It*5 not bad for a time/' rejoined his comp^.moTV\ "\iM\. 
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I've had enough of it myself. The Yolande is a mighty 
snug Httle yacht, and with good weather we ought to 
make a quick run across the lake to Port Arthur, where 
all the fast Canadian Pacific trains stop. I was talking 
to the boys this morning, and they expect to remain in 
Marquette harbor for at least two days — perhaps more." 

"But won't they object to taking us as passengers?" 
asked the first speaker, in a peculiar tone. 

"We'll quickly argue them out of it, if they do," replied 
the other. "I have no fears on that score. The best of 
it is that we won't leave a clew behind us. When the 
yacht is found missing in the morning people will sup- 
pose that the boys took a sudden notion to depart, if they 
think anything about it at all. And, now, as we've fin- 
ished our cigars, let's pack up. To-night our worthy 
friend, Cudlip, is to dine and wine us." 

Here the speakers lowered their voices, and the next 
words were inaudible. 

Garth and Andy exchanged perplexed glances. They 
were not a little mystified by what they had just heard. 

Such talk from two New York bankers oflF on a vaca- 
tion was, to say the least, rather peculiar. What did 
they mean by speaking of playing a role, and what was 
the plan that had turned out all right ? 

"Their affairs are none of our business," whispered 
Andy; "but all the same I believe there's something" 
wrong." 

"I'm not so sure of that/' muttered Garth. "It was 
a rather queer way to talk, but perhaps they were only 
discussing their future plans. I guess they intend to 
cross the lake, and go somewhere on the Canadian Pacific 
Railroad. I never heard of a yacht called the Yolande, 
but it may have come into the harbor during the last 
couple of days. 
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:'s get out of this, Andy," he added. "I don't want 
caught at any such low business." 
he spoke, he thoughtlessly let the elastic ends of 
shes slip out of his hand, and, springing back, they 
Andy smartly on the face, causing him to stagger, 
us lose his balance. 

le toppled over the verge of the rock, he grabbed 
p of bushes. They quickly pulled out by the roots, 
: pitched downward to the bottom of the precipice, 
3f in a soft patch of fern. 



CHAPTER II. 

THE GRlSAT TRIP BEGINS. 

The noise of the fall had a startling effect upon the 
two men. 

They sprang to their feet, and stared with pallid faces 
at Andy, who was sitting upright amid the ferns, looking 
very much mortified and ashamed, but heartily glad, 
nevertheless, to find that no bones were broken. 

He with the mustache advanced threateningly. 

"What are you doing here, you young rascal ?" he mut- 
tered in angry tones. 

His companion quickly interfered, and drew him back. 

"Be careful," he whispered. "Give the lad a chance 
to explain." 

Andy was in a sad dilemma. He rose to his feet, vain- 
ly trying to think of some loophole by which he might 
get out of the scrape. 

Meanwhile Garth had hastily made a detour around the 
precipice, and at this opportune moment he forced his 
way through the bushes, carrying the rods and the string 
of fish. His ready tact told him just what to do. 

"Are you all right, Andy?" he exclaimed. "I'm glad 
of it, for you had an ugly fall." 

Turning to the men, he added : 
■ "I guess you were rather surprised to see him come 
tumbling down on you. We forgot all about that preci- 
pice. We've been fishing up the river, and were taking 

a short cut hom^ over the hill/' 
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Both men looked relieved at this explanation. 

"We were rather startled, I'll admit/' said one, care- 
lessly. "Your companion was lucky to escape unhurt. I 
see you have a fine string of fish there." 

"You beat us," added the other. "We have been fish- 
ing all afternoon, and have caught only half a dozen. 
Can't we offer you chaps some luncheon? See what a 
lot we have left." 

Under the circumstances the boys thought it wise to 
accept this friendly invitation, and, moreover, they were 
really hungry. They sat down on the grass and ate sev- 
eral sandwiches with a keen relish. 

Their hosts proved very affable and entertaining, and 
almost unconsciously the boys were led to talk of them- 
selves, and of the long cruise which they expected to 
begin on the following afternoon. 

The men said nothing of their own plans, nor did they 
make any further reference to Andy's tumble over the 
cliff. 

If they felt any concern lest their recent conversation 
had been overheard, they cleverly concealed it. 

Had such been the case the free and easy manner of 
the boys would have been quite sufficient to disarm sus- 
picion, and to convince the men that no attempt at eaves- 
dropping had been made. 

Half an hour slipped quickly away, and then all four 
started homeward in company. 

Near the suburbs of Marquette the men turned aside 
toward Dead River with the avowed intention of catch- 
mg a few more fish, and Garth and Andy went on alone. 

In spite of the friendly and unsuspicious treatment they 
had received from the strangers, the boys stiW ie\l ^.\toiXft 
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No light had been thrown upon the strange conversa- 
tion. It remained as much a mystery as before. 

After some discussion they concluded to mention their 
suspicions to Mr. Brent, the proprietor of the Marquette 
Inn, for whom the fish were intended. 

So, when the hotel-keeper had weighed the catch, and 
paid the boys the sum agreed upon, they told him of their 
adventure. 

Mr. Brent merely laughed. 

"You mean Parker and Gibbs, the bankers from New 
York?" he said. "Why, they're all right, and I don't 
see as there was anything so queer about what they said. 
I never had two finer gentlemen in my place. They've 
got lots of money, and Mr. Cudlip must know all about 
them, else he wouldn't treat them as he does." 

He paused an instant. 

"They're in and out of the banking-house every day, 
and only this morning I 9«iR them sitting in the private 
office smoking cigars with Mr. Praed. They haven't said 
anything to me about leaving, but as like as not they 
intend to cross the lake and try the fishing over in On- 
tario. If they do, I reckon they'll give me twenty-four 
hours' notice, and that's all I ask. Seems to me you lads 
might have been better employed than listening to other 
people's business." 

The boys meekly accepted this rebuke, regarding it 
as justly merited. They did not dream of disputing the 
sagacious hotel-keeper's opinion. 

They went home to supper, and, amid the excitement 
of packing up their personal traps, the affair slipped 
from their minds. 

Just here a brief digression may be made, in order to 
put the reader on a better footing with Garth Railton and 
Andy Conway before he follows them on their great trip 
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trip that is destined to be fraught with thrilling ad- 
venture and keenest enjoyment. 

The fathers of the lads had been identified with Mar- 
quette from its earliest beginning in the year 1847, but, 
being fond of the water, they had remained in compara- 
tively humble circumstances. At the present time Mr. 
Railton was captain of an ore steamer plying between 
Cleveland and Marquette, while Mr. Conway was first 
mate on a similar vessel. Garth and Andy were their 
only children. They lived with their mothers in adjoin- 
ing cottages on one of Marquette's back streets. They 
were bright, intelligent lads, and, while their knowledge 
of woodcraft and navigation was excelled by none of 
their age, they had at the same time made steady progress 
in the public schools. 

As a college education was beyond their reach, they 
looked forward to taking a part in the bustling city's 
commerce and traffic. The conditions on which they 
were granted permission to make the long-dreamed-of 
camping trip have already been told. 

By catching game and fish, and hiring their services 
to visiting sportsmen, they earned sufficient money to 
purchase new shot-guns, fishing-tackle, dishes, provisions, 
rubber blankets^ and a small tent of extra stout canvas. 

At the same time, they had a fair margin left for other 
expenses. This was creditable work, for it had been 
undertaken in connection with their studies, and at such 
little detriment to the latter that the boys had graduated 
with honor from the high school. 

They owned between them a small sailboat, the man- 
cement of which they thoroughly understood. It was 
called the Micmac, and was partially decked over, '^\^3cv 
iuscraA they proposed to skirt the south shore oil^Ve 
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Superior to White Fish Point — sl distance of one hun- 
dred and ten miles. 

Then they would cut thirty miles across Tequamenon 
Bay to the Ontario coast, ascend it until they came to a 
choice spot, and spend several weeks in the interior with 
an Indian guide. 

The plan was a feasible one, and the boys anticipated 
no difficulty in carrying it out. 

In case of storms, there were plenty of bays and creeks 
into which they could run for shelter. 

It may seem strange that they were not content to 
spend their vacation nearer home, since the northern 
peninsula of Michigan is itself a paradise for gunners 
and anglers. 

It must be remembered that their own neighborhood 
had lost the charm of novelty, and that, like most boys, 
these lads yearned for something fresh. 

What offered keener fascination than the vast province 
of Ontario, still in great part a primitive wilderness, and 
stretching northward for hundreds of miles to the great 
Lone Land? 

The day of departure dawned bright and clear, and 
at two o'clock in the afternoon Garth and Andy stood on 
a small wharf that jutted into Marquette harbor between 
two of the immense ore docks. 

Close by lay the Micmac, bobbing up and down at a 
painter's end. The sun glistened on her coat of new 
paint, and her full cargo was stowed snugly under deck. 

Mr. Railton and Mr. Conway were off on their trips, 
and the boys had bidden good-by to their mothers at 
home, amid some tears and many promises to be careful 
and to return safely. 

A dozen of their young companions had followed them 
to the wharf, and among the older spec\atot% v^^«ec^ \a 
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the start were the New York bankers, Mr. Parker 
r. Gibbs. 

' chatted affably with Garth and Andy, questioning 
bout their plans, and wishing them a safe journey 
ts of sport. But not by a single word did they 
e that they, too, contemplated a cruise on the lake, 
passing moment the boys recalled the puzzling 
sation of the previous day, and felt heartily 
id of their foolish suspicions, 
ength Andy stepped into the boat and loosed the 
. Garth followed, and took his post at the rudder, 
oment later the Micmac went skimming out from 
her sails bellying in the light breeze. The boys 
1, and waved good-by. The crowd answered with 
lOUts and tossing of caps. 
1st the great trip was really begun. 



CHAPTER III. 

A STRANGE DISCOVERY. 

The Micmac had two sails — ^an engrail and a shoulder 
of mutton — ^and for a time the snug little craft went mer- 
rily over the blue waves, tacking from point to point. 

Marquette, and the light-house, and the mammoth ore 
docks faded in the distance, though the rumbling of trains 
still echoed across the water. 

To right and left of the bay there now stood out boldly 
the lofty crest of Mount Mesnard, and the jagged head- 
land of Presque Isle. Beyond was the vastness of the 
lake, dotted with white sails and the curling smoke of 
an occasional steamer. 

By and by the wind dropped, and for several hours but 
little progress was made. 

Toward sundown the boys noted with uneasiness that 
clouds were massing in the southwest and spreading 
gradually over the sky. 

"I'm afraid there's a touch of nasty weather in store 
for us," said Andy. "It won't do to be caught out here 
in the open, for as like as not we'll be blown half-way 
across the lake. It's time to look up a camping-place for 
the night, anyway." 

"Pretty near time," assented Garth. "I was hoping 
that we could reach the mouth of Carp River before dark. 
You know what good shelter it offers." 

"Yes; it's just the place, if we can make it," returned 
Andy, doubtfully. "We'll do our best ; for I'd hate like . 
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anything to turn back, and have to start over again to- 



morrow." 



Just then a puff of wind struck the Micmac, and she 
went scudding along at a lively rate. White caps sprang 
up, and in a short time a regular gale was blowing. 

To push on to Carp River was now out of the question, 
for the wind was momentarily increasing, and there was 
grave danger of being blown far to the northeast. 

After a hasty consultation, the boys decided to change 
their course and run for Presque Isle, which was still 
within easy reach. 

They had a lively race as it was, and hardly had they 
gained the sheltered little bay at the Landing when a 
pelting rain began to fall. Hurriedly donning their 
tarpaulins, they pulled the Micmac partially out on the 
beach, and coiled the painter around a huge rock. In a 
short time the tent was staked under the cliff, and a 
fire was blazing cheerily. In their snug retreat the boys 
cared little for the storm that raged just outside the bay. 
They were sheltered both from the wind and rain. 

The Landing was a good name for the spot, it being 
almost the only break in the frowning headlands of 
Presque Isle. 

On two sides were sandstone cliffs jutting far out into 
the water. They towered to an immense height, and were 
fantastically carved into pillars and arches. 

Presque Isle had once been a veritable island, but the 
water had receded, leaving a neck of land high and dry. 

The Landing was in a remote part of the island, and 
Garth and Andy had made numerous trips here, and 
camped many nights under the cliff. 

In a cranny of the rocks close by they kept a small 
bateau, making use of it for fishing purposes when the 
l||kie was too calm for the sailboat. 
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Though their failure to reach the mouth of Carp River 
was at first a disappointment to the boys, they speedily 
forgot it when they sat down inside the tent to a bounti- 
ful supper of coffee, eggs, ham and fried potatoes. They 
were ravenously hungry, and the viands disappeared as if 
by magic. By the time the dishes were washed and put 
away it was quite dark. The rain had ceased falling, 
and here and there a star peeped from the parted clouds 
overhead. But the wind still blew stifHy, and the waves 
made a steady, smacking noise on the pebbly beach. 

It was too early to go to bed, and, besides, the boys 
were not sleepy. Garth took one of the lanterns, and 
started down to the boat to make sure that it was safe 
for the night. 

Andy got out the . log-book, in which he intended to 
keep a record of the cruise, and began to sharpen his 
lead pencil. 

He was just wondering how to begin when a shout 
rang in his ears. 

Dropping book and pencil, he darted. from the tent and 
ran to the water's edge, where Garth was standing in a 
listening attitude. 

"What's the matter?" he exclaimed. 

"Matter enough," replied Garth. "Some poor fellow 
is in trouble out on the lake. Hark ! Do you hear that ?" 

A wailing cry rose on the night air above the bluster 
of the wind. Twice it was repeated. 

There was no mistaking its import. It was a pitiful 
appeal for help and rescue. 

The boys looked at one another with pallid faces. 

"There it goes again," cried Garth. "I hear two 
voices. The poor fellows must have upset, and are drift- 
ing out into the lake. No doubt they see the light of our 
lantern." 
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**We are cowards if we don't try to save them," de- 
clared Andy. "Come on. Garth. TJiey can't be more 
than a quarter of a mile out." 

He ran toward the boat, and began to uncoil the painter 
from the stone. 

"No; not that," cried Garth. "We can't do anything 
with the Micmac to-night. We might tack up and down 
for hours without getting close enough to the poor fel- 
lows to pick them up. We must take the small boat. 
How lucky that we have it handy." 

"Hurry up, then," muttered Andy. "That last shout 
was further away." 

Springing past his companion, he waded knee-deep 
along the face of the cliff, and hauled the bateau from its 
hiding place in a little cavern. He dragged it to the 
beach, and both sprang in. While Garth dropped the two 
pairs of oars into the rowlocks Andy waved the lantern 
overhead and shouted at the top of his voice. 

A quavering cry — fainter and more distant than before 
— floated back. There was plainly no time to lose. 

A hasty glance at the Micmac, and at the tent, shining 
in the firelight ; then the daring lads grasped the oars and 
pulled vigorously across the little bay. 

To their own peril they gave no heed. They thought 
only of the poor unfortunates battling for life somewhere 
out in the darkness and danger of the lake. 

As soon as they passed beyond the shelter of the clifTs 
they encountered a stiff breeze, and found themselves 
amid angry waves and dashing spray. 

The wind blew straight toward the appealing cries, and 
the boys headed in the same direction, tugging fiercely at 
the oars. 

The bateau scudded along in the very teeth of the gale> 
riding wave after wave with the buoyancy oi ^ AmO«.. 
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Steadily the camp-fire at the Landing receded. At inter- 
vals the boys shouted, and the answers that came back 
sounded closer each time. 

"We're doing splendidly," cried Garth. "Pull hard, 
old fellow.'" 

"Fm with you," muttered Andy; "but it's the return 
trip against the wind that's going to tell." 

"Don't think of that now," admonished Garth. "Wait 
till it comes." 

Five minutes more of steady rowing amid the buffeting 
waves and drenching spray, then a thunderous noise that 
caused the lads to glance in alarm over their shoulders. 

Straight ahead loomed a towering black bulk — one of 
the granite ledges that are sprinkled so plentifully along 
the south shore of Lake Superior, and make navigation so 
perplexing and dangerous. 

"Just hear the surf beating on the rocks," cried Garth. 
"It sounds like a bass drum. Sheer off, quick ! We must 
pull around." 

Skillfully the boat was headed to right of danger. The 
boys pulled with might and main. They no longer heard 
the cries for help; possibly the booming of the surf 
drowned them. 

"Say, there's a fire behind that reef," suddenly shouted 
Andy. "Don't you see the red glow ? Mebbe the parties 
are shipwrecked there, and are not on the water at all." 

"We'll soon see," muttered Garth, looking for himself. 
"We'll pull behind it. Sharp to the left. There ; that's it. 
Now keep in the trough of the waves." 

Two minutes later the bateau swung into the compara- 
tively calm water on the lee side of the granite ledge. 

Here was a natural harbor, and in it, anchored fore and 
aft, lay a long, low vessel. A wood fire smouldered on the 
beach, but of human beings there was not a sign. 
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The boys rested on their oars, amazed by the strange 
discovery. They called aloud, but no one answered. 
Then Andy pulled the bateau slowly along the side of the 
vessel. Garth rose to his feet, lantern in hand. 

"It's a steam yacht, Andy," he cried, in great excite- 
ment. "A daisy, too. Polished white-pine planking and 
brass trimmings. The funnel is painted red. There's a 
dim light in the deck-house, but I can't see any person. 
By cracky ! look here 1" 

Garth's voice rose to a shrill pitch, and the lantern 
shook in his hand. Little wonder ! The name "Yolandjs," 
painted in crimson letters on the bow of the yacht, stared 
the boys in the face. 

For an instant they could only gasp, speechless with 
wonder. 

"The Yolande," cried Garth, finding his breath. "It's 
the very yacht those men talked about. What does this 
mean, anyway?" 

"That's what I'd like to know," muttered Andy. "I 
feel like pinching myself to find out if I'm dreaming." 

"Help ! help !" 

The cry came out of the darkness with ringing intona- 
tion, recalling to the boys their forgotten quest. 

Garth dropped into his seat, and snatched the oars. 

"Away we go !" he shouted. "Pull hard, Andy. What 
blockheads we were to lose time over the yacht when its 
owners were in danger of their lives out there. We'll 
soon settle this mystery, anyhow." 

Once more the bateau breasted the open lake, cleaving 
a path through foam and waves. Heedless of peril, the 
boys tugged at the oars, panting and perspiring. The 
lantern blinked cheerily from the bow, casting a yellow 
glimmer to right and left and ahead. 
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Andy and Garth shouted by turns, and each hoarse re- 
sponse sounded neafer and nearer. 

Suddenly there came from the gloom a wailing cry that 
chilled the boys with horror. It was startlingly close at 
hand, and evidently to one side of the boat instead of 
ahead. 

"Did you hear that?" exclaimed Garth, huskily. 
"We've missed our course and run beyond them. We 
must pull to the left." 

The words had scarcely left his lips when he dropped 
the oars, sprang to his feet, and with one swift jerk tore 
off his tarpaulins. Uttering a hoarse cry, he dove head- 
foremost from the boat and disappeared between two 
white-capped waves. 



CHAPTER IV. 

AT THE MERCY 01^ THE STORM. 

Andy was dumfounded by his companion's rash and 
impulsive act, but an instant later he knew the meaning 
of it. 

To the left of the boat, and within the radius of light 
from the lantern, a white face suddenly appeared, and 
beside it a feebly-struggling hand that clutched vainly at 
the empty air. 

Just then Garth shot to the surface close by, and swam 
with quick overhand strokes toward the drifting head, 
clutching it by the hair just as it was about to go under. 

There was a brief struggle ere both vanished from the 
circle of light, and from Andy's gaze. Then Garth's 
voice rang shrilly from the gloom : 

"This way, Andy, quick ! quick ! I can't hold out long." 

The horror of that moment Andy never forgot. He 
frantically drove the boat from wave to wave in the direc- 
tion whence the struggling forms had disappeared, and 
when they came once more into view a clever twist of the 
oars swung the stem of the bateau alongside of Garth, 
who instantly grabbed it. 

Andy helped him over the gunwale, and then, between 
them, they dragged from the waves the limp body of a 
lad who looked to be about their own age. 

His face was deathly pale, and his yellow hair hung in 
dripping strings. He wore a natty yachting costume of 
blue cloth, and on one finger was a handsome se^\ tvcv^ 
He stirred feebly as the boys laid him across t\ve seaV. 
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"Look ! he's not dead," exclaimed Andy, joyously. 

"Of course not," replied Garth, with chattering teeth. 
"He'll come to all right. It was a close shave, though. I 
had to jump the minute I saw him, or he would have been 
lost in the darkness." 

"You're a hero. Garth," said Andy. "Not many men 
would have risked their lives in that way." 

"I didn't think of danger," answered Garth^ modestly. 
"I'm a good swimmer, you know. Whew ! but I'm cold. 
That water is like ice." 

"Take a turn at the oars," suggested Andy. "That 
will warm you up. Isn't there another poor fellow some- 
where? We heard two voices." 

"That's so," muttered Garth. "I almost forgot. Let's 
give a shout." 

Their lusty voices rang through the night, and as the 
echo died away a quavering cry for help was heard, ap- 
parently but a short distance to the left. The boat was 
already headed in that direction, and, taking the rear oars. 
Garth pulled with muscular strokes that sent the blood 
circulating through his chilled limbs. 

Andy propped the rescued lad against the stem seat, 
and crept to the bow, where he supported himself with 
one hand and with the other held the lantern above his 
head. 

Guided by the feeble whimpers for aid that still 
floated over the water he, in turn, guided Garth by a 
rapid volley of directions. 

"Pull straight ahead ; hard. Now to the left. There ; 
that's it. Now both oars again. Look out; you're get- 
ting too far to the right." 

There was a moment's silence, broken only by the creak 
of oars and the dashing spray. 
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'I see him, Garth !" Andy yeWed, exidltflX-^* "Hs?% 
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top of an upturned boat. Pull harder — ^harder ! He's as 
weak as a cat, and may fall off." 

Garth could now see the capsized craft for himself, and 
a dozen lusty strokes brought the bateau alongside. 

The rescuers were just in time. The imperiled lad was 
so thoroughly exhausted by cold and by the buffeting of 
the waves that he lost his hold on the bottom of the boat, 
and slipped into the water with a shrill appeal for help. 
Garth made a quick grasp for him, and caught his arm. 

With Andy's assistance he dragged the youth safely 
over the gunwale, and by that time the two boats had 
drifted half a dozen yards apart. 

The newly rescued lad was possibly a year older than 
his companion, for a slight brown mustache shaded his 
upper lip. He was dressed in much the same fashion. 

It was a full minute before he could speak intelligibly. 
He crouched on one of the seats, shivering and moaning. 

"Did you see Clyde ?V he finally managed to stammer. 
"The waves washed him off. Oh ! save him ! Save him 1" 

Then, catching sight of the other lad, he sprang impet- 
uously over the seats and knelt beside him. 

"Clyde, Clyde, speak to me," he implored. "We are 
saved, old boy. Do you hear?" 

Xhe other opened his eyes, and made some indistinct 
reply. 

"Don't worry about your friend," interposed Garth. 
"Hell come round all right after a while. Make yourself 
as comfortable as you can. We'll try to get you back to 
the yacht. I suppose that's where you belong?" 

The lad nodded. 

'Tfes; it's ours. I'm awfully grateful to you fellows. 
You risked your own lives to save us. We could see 
your light coming closer and closer, but I was aitavd ^ou 
wouldo't reach us m time, Once you got neatly pa%t >ai''^% 
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That was just before Clyde fell off. I did my best to hold 
him on, but it was no use. The waves were awful." 

The lad turned to his companion and tried to rouse him 
from his stupor. There was silence for a little while. 
Garth and Andy headed the boat toward the faintly 
gleaming camp-fire on the granite reef, and pulled with 
quick, steady strokes. 

Frequently they glanced backward to see what progress 
they were making, and each time the worried expression 
on their faces grew deeper. The wind seemed to be in- 
creasing, and the sky was completely overcast with clouds. 
More than once the boat narrowly missed capsizirig. The 
waves thumped it with a force that threatened to send 
the planks asunder. 

"It's no use," Garth finally blurted out, in despair. 
"We're losing ground steadily, and the wind is blowing 
us to the north-east." 

"I know it," replied ^Andy. "The camp-fire at the 
Landing is clear out of sight," and I can just barely see 
the other one." 

Exhausted by their fight against wind and wave, they 
dropped their oars, and allowed the boat to drift at will. 
They knew that it was impossible to contend against such 
odds. 

"We're having no end of trouble to-night," said the 
elder of the strange lads. "You fellows risk(?d your lives 
to save us, and now we're all in the same fix. I suppose 
there's nothing to do but let the boat drift out into the 
lake?" 

"Nothing," muttered Garth. "We've got to make the 
best of it, and wait till morning for some passing vessel 
to pick us up." 

"And that's the worst that can happen — b, night on the 
lake?'' questioned the lad. 
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"Oh; we'll pull through all right," replied Garth, 
[ evasively. "Keep your spirits up and don't get down- 
■ hearted. The night won't seem long." 

Garth spoke hopefully and confidently, but well he knew 

—as did Andy, also — that in all probability the frail little 

boat and its occupants would be at the bottom of the lake 

long before morning. The waves were constantly grow- 

I ing more violent, and the worst of the storm seemed yet 

^ to come. 

■c On and on drifted the bateau. The water splashed so 
^ incessantly over the gunwales that Andy had to take off 
his cap and begin to bale out. 

The lad first rescued was presently able to sit up, and 
to talk a little. He could remember nothing of what hap- 
pened after he lost his hold on the boat, and when the 
boys told him he shuddered at his narrow escape. 

"I sha'n't forget what youVe done for me," he said, 
"and if we ever get out of this sdrape Til prove my grati- 
tude in a substantial way." 

"We don't want any reward," exclaimed Garth, a little 
sharply. "What do you take us for?" 
t The lad blushed, and leaning forward he scanned the 
T two boys keenly by the dim light of the lantern. ' 

"I beg your pardon," he replied. "I shouldn't have 

, said that. It was thoughtlessness of me, I know, and I 

hope you'll pyerlook it. Perhaps we had better introduce 

k ourselves. My name is Clyde Oliphant, and this is Norry 

f Macdonald, my chum." 

Garth was mollified by this friendly overture. 
"It's all right," he said. "You needn't apologize. I'm 
' Garth Railton, and my companion is Andy Conway." 
In a short time the four lads were chatting as though 
f they had known each other all their lives. The peril and 
misery of their situation was temporarily forgotttn. 
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"Why, that's just the kind of a cruise Norry and I in- 
tended to make," exclaimed Clyde, when he had heard 
the others' story. "You see, we live in New York, and 
we've been friends all our lives — just like you two fellows. 
Norry is eighteen and Fm six months younger. We're 
both sophomores at Yale now ; or we will be when we go 
back. We've just finished the freshman year." 

Garth and Andy suddenly felt a keener interest in their 
new friends. 

"Are you really Yale students ?" exclaimed Garth. 

"I envy you," added Andy. "There's nothing I'd like 
better.'" 

"Yes ; it's lots of *fun," resumed Clyde ; "but it means 
work, too. We studied hard last year, and that's why 
we're off on this trip. We chartered the Yolande at 
Cleveland, and hired two men — one to rtln the engine and 
the other to cook. We came on to Marquette two days 
ago, and laid in fresh supplies. We intended steaming 
across to Port Arthur, but one of the lake pilots said the 
trip would be dangerous on account of storms. We were 
willing to take the risk, but our two men got scared, and 
deserted. That knocked our plans in the head. It wasn't 
any fun sticking in Marquette harbor, so about five o'clock 
this afternoon we got steam up and came out to one of 
those granite reefs to do some fishing. We thought it 
would seem more like camping." 

"We didn't have much time to enjoy it, though," inter- 
rupted Norry. "Just as supper was ready Clyde's cap 
flew into the water. We didn't want to lose it, so we 
pulled out in the little skiff that belonged to the yacht. It 
was a foolish thing to do, but we didn't know how bad 
the storm was. We had only one pair of oars, and in 
spite of hard rowing the wind blew us right out into the 
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lake. Then the skiflf upset, and we saw your camp-fire 
and called for help. You fellows know the rest." 
"And I lost the cap, after all," supplemented Clyde. 

The boys' story recalled to Garth and Andy the mys- 
tery connected with the Yolande, and yet threw no light 
upon it. As they were desirous of clearing it up they re- 
lated their adventure of the previous day, giving the con- 
versation of the two men as accurately as they could re- 
member. 

Clyde and Norry were greatly surprised, and had not 
the slightest explanation to offer. 

"My father has a banking-house on Wall street," said 
Clyde, "but I never heard of two bankers by the names of 
Parker and Gibbs." 

"I remember the men," added Norry. "They must be 
the fellows who were talking to us along the harbor yes- 
terday. They took a look at the yacht, and we told them 
we would probably lie at Marquette for two or three 
days." 

"Yes, I remember," assented Clyde, "but they didn't 
ask us to take them across the lake, and if they had we 
would have refused pretty quick. I didn't like their 
looks." 

"Nor I," said Norry. "They may be from New York, 
tat they look more like gamblers than bankers." 

Garth and Andy glanced at one another uneasily. 
They regretted now that they had not mentioned their 
suspicions to some wiser person than the proprietor of the 
Marquette Inn. 

Just then something happened that cau'sed the perplex- 
ing mystery of Mr. Parker and Mr. Gibbs to be forgotten. 
A terrific gale of wind turned the boat broadside, and the 
waves broke so furiously over the gunwales that tVve \icyj^ 
beb'eFed their last moment had come. 



CHAPTER V. 

SAVED FOR WORSE PERII.S. 

For a minute or two, though Garth and Andy bent 
fiercely to the oars, they could accomplish nothing. 

But they stuck pluckily to their task, and finally the 
boat veered around to a less hazardous position. Much 
water had been shipped, and this was baled out as speedily 
as possible. The wind continued high, and flung the 
boat dizzily from side to side. It seemed impossible that 
it could remain long afloat. 

At this critical time the boys faced the peril with calm- 
ness. The oars were of little account, except to keep the 
boat straight in the face of the wind. Andy left that duty 
to Garth, and gave his attention to throwing out the water 
that constantly poured in. 

The smouldering fire on the reef had long since disap- 
peared, and likewise the twinkling lights of Marquette. 
The boat was evidently miles out on the lake. 

Clyde and Norry had not recovered from the exhaus- 
tion caused by their long struggle. They complained of 
cold, and the dashing spray kept them constantly shiver- 
ing. At Garth't suggestion they tried to row, but found 
themselves too weak to manage the oars. 

For another hour the boat drifted on through the 
night. It pitched from wave to wave, creaking and 
groaning under the smacking blows. The wind howled 
and shrieked, and to make matters worse a cold, drizzling 
ram set in. Andy was unable to bale out fast enough, and 
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Clyde and Norry took turns in helping him. Garth 
stuck to his oars, heedless of blistered hands and aching 
muscles. 

Hope grew dimmer and dimmer as the storm showed 
no signs of abating. The faces of the boys looked ghastly 
in the lantern light. They no longer spoke confidently of 
rescue. 

A sharp snap was heard as one of Garth's oars broke 
oflF at the blade. He mechanically took the fresh one that 
Andy passed back. 

"** What's the use?" he muttered. "It's only stringing 
out our suffering a little longer." 

"If you fellows were safe, I wouldn't mind so much," 
said Clyde, in a broken voice. "You threw your lives 
away when you came to our rescue." 

"It would have been cowardly not to come," replied 
Garth. 

There was silence for a moment. The boat, swung 
dizzily on, tossed like an egg-shell amid the angry waves. 

Suddenly Norry uttered a hoarse cry. 

"Look ! look ! There comes a vessel. Hail it, quick !" 

Glancing to one side the boys saw a row of yellow lights 
shining faintly through the darkness. Hope cheered their 
despairing hearts, and they shouted for joy at the glad 
sight. 

The vessel was still some distance away, but it seemed 
likely to pass at close range. It was evidently a large 
steamer beating to the south-west against the wind. 

"Hurrah ! we may be saved yet," shouted Andy, as he 
threw out the water with fresh energy. 

Garth tugged at the oars until his muscles fairly 
cracked. 
"J am thankful that we have a lantern I" Vve ex.e\^\rcv^^. 
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"It's our last and only hope. Be ready to use your lungs, 
you fellows." 

Five minutes went by — each fraught with keenest sus- 
pense. Nearer and nearer hove the lights, staining the 
black water with multi-colored reflections. Now the 
churning of the wheel and the puffing of the engines rose 
hoarsely above the shriek of the wind. 

At imminent risk of falling overboard, Andy rose to L 
his feet and waved the lantern to and fro. His compan- 
ions shouted lustily, though with scant hope of making 
themselves heard. The vessel continued on her course. 
She was nearly abreast of the boat, and moving rapidly. 

It's no use/' moaned Andy. "She's going past. 

No ; she sees us," cried Garth. "Hurrah ! hurrah 1" 

A ringing of bells was heard, and then a shrill whistle. 
The thumping of the wheel and the puffing of the engines 
grew fainter and fainter until they were no longer audible. 
The big steamer lay motionless several hundred feet from 
the bateau. Dark forms appeared on deck, shouting and 
waving lights. 

On Garth now devolved the perilous task of taking his 
companions across that brief stretch of stormy water. In 
spite of wind and waves he accomplished it, and the oars 
dropped from his helpless hands as he ran the boat along- 
side the big steamer. 

Without accident all four lads were hauled to the deck 
by means of ropes and chains. A moment later the 
steamer was plowing forward, and the abandoned bateau 
was far astern. 

The vessel that had saved the boys from a watery 
grave was the steamer Huron, bound for Marquette with 
a mixed cargo, part of which consisted of barrels of oil. 

Captain King and his crew listened to the lads' thrilling 
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tale, and congratulated them on their escape. They were 
first sent below to the engine-room, where the fires soon 
dried their clothes. Then they were provided with a 
plentiful supper. 

When they came on deck they learned that it was nearly 
midnight, and that Marquette was about seven miles dis- 
tant. The lamps of the city were dimly visible beyond 
the ardent glow of the light-house. 

The boys clustered together near the wheel, watching 
the stir and bustle around them. The storm had lately 
increased in violence, and the steamer was laboring 
heavily amid high seas. 

"Half an hour will see us snug in the harbor," shouted 
Captain King, as he hurried by. "It's a nasty night, and 
you chaps can consider yourselves lucky that you're not 
at the bottom of the lake." 

"Lucky is no word for it," said Garth to his compan- 
ions. "I never expected to see Marquette again. We'll 
have to make a fresh start to-morrow, Andy." 

"Better make a trip in the yacht with us," spoke up 
Clyde. "Norry and I will be only too glad to have you. 
By the way, I hope the Yolande is in no danger." 

"Not a bit," replied Andy. "The little harbor where 
she lies is on the lee side of the wind. You'll find her 
safe and sound." 

"Much obliged for the invitation," added Garth, "but 
you see we've got our plans all laid, and " 

The remainder of the sentence was drowned in a dull 
explosion close at hand, and a$ the startled boys glanced 
forward they saw a film of bluish smoke rising from the 
space between decks. Instantly a babel of hoarse shouts 
and yells arose, and those of the crew who were below 
deck stu-^^ed up with pallid faces. 
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"A carboy of acid has exploded," cried one. "We'll 
all be suffocated." 

Investigation showed the report to be true, though none 
could tell the cause of the disaster. 

Already the stifling, poisonous fumes of the acid were 
spreading in every direction, and a red glare told of 
graver peril. The steamer was on fire. 

Captain King ran to and fro, shouting out one order 
after another. With great difficulty he allayed the panic, 
and got his men under control. 

A valorous attempt was made to extinguish the fire, but 
the fumes of the acid prevented any one from getting 
near. Several rash fellows were overcome, and had to be 
dragged out of danger by their comrades. It was evident 
that the steamer could not be saved. The only hope lay 
in reaching the dock as soon as possible. 

"The fireman and engineer are below," cried Captain 
King. "Who will save them? Stop; it's useless," he 
added, as several of the crew sprang forward. "They 
must be suffocated by this time." 

But just then both of the missing men scrambled out 
from between decks, amid ringing <:heers. 

"I gave you up for lost," cried the captain, huskily. 
"How are the fires ?" 

"We — we built them up afore we left," panted the en- 
gineer. "We knowed what was needed. You kin count 
on a full head of steam fur the next half hour, sure." 

Loud cheering broke forth anew, but mingled with it 
were hoarse and ominous cries : 

"The oil ! There's twenty barrels on board. We'll be 
blown up." 

The captain's tall form pushed among the men, and his 
arms waved frantically. 



Saved for Worse Perils. 37 

"Be calm, I entreat you," he shouted, in ringing tones. 
"As yet our lives are not in peril, and the flames are still 
confined to the hold. In ten minutes we will reach the 
breakwater. To the upper deck, all of you. Be ready to 
jump when the vessel strikes." 



CHAPTER VI. 

THS EXPLOSION IN THE BANK. 

The captain's cool demeanor visibly allayed the panic 
The men moved forward with some show of order, and 
were soon assembled on the upper deck. The boys fol- 
lowed, getting as near to the rail as possible. 

At full speed the doomed steamer rushed on, her sharp 
bow cleaving the raging waves and flinging them to right 
and left. The engines throbbed and pounded, and the 
wheel roared like a hurricane. 

The dense fumes of the acid were wafted even to the 
upper deck. Down in the hold the flames hissed and 
crackled, as they laid hold on the woodwork and the in- 
flammable cargo. As yet they had not reached the oil, but 
the worst was momentarily expected. 

Captain King's face was stem and rigid. His heroic 
qualities were stanchly tested in this time of frightful peril. 
He took his post beside the man at the wheel, directing 
every movement, and keeping his eyes fixed straight 
ahead. 

The twinkling lights of Marquette grew larger and 
nearer. The steamer was plowing her way nobly through 
the high seas. But the flames, too, were making steady 
progress. Crimson tongues were licking greedily the 
planking of the lower deck. They shone far out on the 
turbulent reach of waves, dancing from crest to crest. 
Volumes of yellow smoke drifted upward until they met 
the teeth of the gale and were blown astern. 
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"I don't think I shall ever forget this night/' said Andy, 
in a husky voice. 

"Nor I/' added several of his companions. 

"Do you think we'll reach the harbor in time?*' asked 
Norry. "The fire is spreading everjrwhere. and the mo- 
ment the oil catches, the vessel will blaze up from bow to 
stem." 

"The chances are about even," replied Garth. "We're 
running at full speed, and the captain evidently knows 
ivhat he is about." 

"The breakwater is close by," added Andy, "and that's 
Nhere our main chance comes in. We'd better stretch our 
egs a little, so we'll be in good shape for jumping." 

Just then a series of dull reports were heard below, fol- 
lowed by a prodigious hissing and roaring. Pillars of 
Jame shot up from between decks, and burst forth from 
:he steamer's sides. 

The scene on board the doomed vessel was now inde- 
wrribable. A livid glare made the night as light as day. 
The crew surged to and fro, mingling their hoarse cries 
mth the roar of the oil-fed flames and the labored puffing 
)f the engines. 

From his post by the wheel Captain King tried vainly 
:o make himself heard. At times he was completely hid- 
len by the curling volumes of black smoke. 

There was a mad rush to the forward part of the deck, 
md the boys were borne in the front of it, fighting hard 
:o keep their feet. They found themselves jammed 
igainst the rail, close to one another. The sight behind 
Jiem was more than they could endure. They turned 
Jieir eyes anxiously ahead, wondering what the next 
ninute or two would bring forth. 

A splash to one side was followed by a burst of horri- 
ied crie5. One of the crew, driven insane by it\^\,>\\a.^ 
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leaped overboard. The poor wretch was visible for a sec- 
ond on the crest of a great wave. Then his white face 
and struggling hands vanished forever. 

Others might have followed his example, preferring a 
watery grave to being roasted alive, for the flames now 
raged and spouted like a volcano. 

But at this dreadful moment, when all hope seemed 
indeed gone, the steamer swept at full speed around the 
breakwater. From shore the scene must have been su- 
premely grand. The doomed vessel resembled a gigantic 
torch blazing amid waves of liquid fire. 

A fleet of steamers, large and small, had taken refuge 
in the harbor from the storm, and each and every one 
of these sounded a piercing alarm, that echoed and re- 
echoed from Mount Mesnard to Presque Isle. Bells 
pealed over in the city, and lights zigzagged down the 
hilly streets, and along the harbor above, and over the 
docks. 

The ill-fated Huron rushed on like a fiery meteor, her 
head turned squarely to the breakwater. It was a terrible 
moment to those gathered on the upper deck. Every 
voice was hushed. Every eye watched the approaching 
line of stone. Could they reach it in time? Or would 
the devouring flames win the race and claim their helpless 
victims ? 

The hot air, laden with smoke and sparks, swept over 
the little band. Scorched and suffocating, some cried 
hoarsely for aid. Others grimly set their teeth and 
breathed hard. The boys hugged the rail, and peered 
dizzily through the ruddy curtain of smoke. A few more 
seconds, and then — would it be life or death? 

That last brief interval seemed an eternity, but it had 
an ending, and the end came. 

Crash J with a stunning quiver from bow to stem the 



The Explosion in the Bank. 41 

rluron butted the breakwater. She swung broadside^ and 
ivent scraping rapidly along the edge. The boys were 
the first to leap safely down on the stones, and the crew 
followed with hoarse cheering. Last of all came the cap- 
tain and the pilot. Every man was safe. 

The abandoned vessel, still under full steam, shot along 
the pier and ran aground in the slip by the waterworks. 
Fire engines attended by crowds of people were soon on 
the spot, but they could do nothing, owing to the ignited 
barrels of oil. The steamer was now a raging mass of 
flames from end to end. Vessel and cargo were irre- 
vocably doomed. 

All Marquette assembled in the vicinity to watch the 
grand spectacle. Captain King's praises were on every- 
body's lips. For half an hour after the vessel had 
grounded her wheel continued to chum the shallow water. 
Then the revolutions grew fainter and ceased entirely. 

The boys remained in the throng, quite unobserved 
by any who knew them, until the flames had nearly fin- 
ished their destructive work. 

Then, having seen enough, they left the breakwater and 
turned up the shore into the city. Before the Marquette 
Inn they halted. 

"I think Norry and I will put up here until morning," 
said Clyde, **We can't get out to the yacht in such a 
storm. What are you fellows going to do?" 

"We're going home," replied Garth. "Our mothers 
will be awfully worried about us when they know what a 
bad night it is." 

"Suppose we meet you here to-morrow morning at 
seven o'clock," added Andy. 

"We'll walk to Presque Isle together and then we can 
take you ovt to the yacht in our sail-boat." 
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"Just the thing," exclaimed Norry. "We'll expect you * 
on time." ^ 

"And when we get on board the Yolande I'll have 1 
something to say to you fellows," put in Clyde. "It's too j 
late to talk now. And, besides, I guess we're all pretty 
sleepy." 

Bidding their companions good-night Clyde and Norry 
entered the hotel. Garth and Andy turned up the de- 
serted street, discussing the perilous adventures they had j 
recently passed through. The crowd was still down on 
the breakwater, watching the lingering flames of the ill- 
fated Huron. 

Presently the two lads turned into Front street — ^the 
business thoroughfare of the city. They were passing 
the banking-house of Cudlip & Praed when a muffled ex- 
plosion broke the stillness of the night. 

They halted instantly, and glanced up and down the 
street. 

What was that?" exclaimed Garth. 

It seemed to come from inside the bank/' replied 
Andy. "Perhaps robbers have blown open the safe.** 

This idea seemed preposterous, but nevertheless the 
boys thrilled at the thought. They listened a moment, but 
could hear nothing. The outer shutters of the bank were 
tightly closed. The watchman — who slept inside — ^always 
kept the gas burning slightly. The yellow gleam was now 
visible against the transom of the door. 

This thing has got to be investigated," muttered Garth, 
but we don't want to make laughing stocks of ourselves 
by giving a false alarm. We'll take a look at the rear 
entrance." 

"Yes, and get peppered by the watchman's revolver," 
replied Andy. ^ 
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"There's no danger if we are careful/' said Garth, 
Tome on." 

He led the way to the comer of the first side street, 
which was lined on both sides with tall trees, and was 
therefore quite gloomy in spite of the electric lights. 

The bank was a three-story building, and the upper 
floors were rented out as business offices. It stood next 
to the comer edifice — which was also three-storied — and 
had in the rear a small paved court. On this opened the 
bank cellar, and here the ashes were removed in win- 
ter time, and carried out to the side street through a nar- 
row alley that was hemmed in by brick walls. 

No outside watchman was considered necessary. There 
was a heavy gate at the street end of the alley, and a sec- 
ond one opening on the court. The bank had no rear 
door, for it communicated with the cellar from the inside. 
The outer cellar doors were of iron, as were also the shut- 
ters of the two windows that looked on the court-yard. 

Up the cross street went Garth and Andy, stealing 
noiselessly under the dense shadows of the trees. They 
knew their bearings well, for they had once earned a dol- 
lar by clearing a heavy snowfall out of the court-yard. 

They reached the outer gate of the alley, and found it 
tightly shut. 

"The bar is in place," muttered Andy. "We're a pair 
of stupid fools." 

"It would be an easy matter for a robber to climb over,'* 
rejoined Garth. "I don't propose to let the thing rest 
here. There's too much at stake. Brace yourself, old 
fellow.'^ 

Andy stiffened himself against the gate. 
'How will you get out again?" he asked. 
'By lifting the bar out of its sockets," answered Garth. 
•'Steady now/' 
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By an ag^le spring he mounted his companion's shoul- 
der, and thence pulled himself to the lofty top of the gate. 
After listening for a moment he lowered himself on the 
other side, and dropped. 

Andy heard the dull fall, and almost instantly came two 
other sounds that made his blood run cold — 3, clanking 
noise and a low, gasping cry. 



CHAPTER VII. 

TRAPPED. 

dy did not doubt that some disaster had overtaken 
)mpanion, though what it might be he could not im- 
;. His first impulse was to call aloud for help, but 
e he could utter a sound the gate opened noiselessly 
jarth stood revealed in the dim light, 
idy was dumfounded. 

''ou !" he gasped. "I thought the burglars had nabbed 
sure. What made you sing out so queer when you 
ped, and what was that clanking noise ? Is anything 
ig? «* 

?here is a great deal wrong, unless I am mightily 
aken," replied Garth, in a low whisper. "Some one 
)een over this gate before us. The bar was down, and 
'^g against the wall. I touched it when I dropped, 
that made it rattle. I was so surprised that I couldn't 
singing out." 

Jut what held the gate shut, if the bar was down?" 
d Andy. 

This," answered Garth, showing a wedge of wood, 
vas jammed into the crack. It's clear as daylight to 
hat robbers are at work inside the bank. There must 
vo of them at least, for one could not have scaled the 
. I suppose they substituted this wedge for the bar, 
tiat in case they were discovered they could escape 
ugh the alley without loss of time." 
rhat'5 just it/' assented Andy. "We'd \it\tet ^N^ 
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the alarm right away. If they heard you in the alley . 
they'll be sure to escape by the front entrance." 

"They didn't hear me/' replied Garth. "I listened, and 
all was dark and quiet. The rascals couldn't have found a 
better opportunity, if they had waited ten years. The 
whole town is at the fire, and we haven't got time to run 
down to the docks and give the alarm. The burglars have 
blown the safe open, and must be nearly ready to leave. 
I tell you what it is, Andy, we've got to save the bank's 
money, and immediate action is the only thing that will 
do it. Are you with me ?" 

Andy hesitated. 

"I don't much like the idea," he said ; "but I'll stand by 
you, of course. What do you want to do?'" 

"I can't tell yet," rejoined Garth. "We must recon- 
noiter the ground first and see what is going on. We '^ 
may find a way to lock the robbers in the building, and I 
keep them prisoners until we can summon the police. .. 
Wait here a moment and don't make a sound." 

Garth hurried down to the comer of Front street, and 
quickly returned. 

"No use," he announced. "I don't see a soul. We've 
got to depend on our own efforts, Andy. Come along." 
And without further delay the boys entered the gloomy 
alley, and noiselessly closed the gate behind them. Garth 
seized the iron bar. 

"I'll take this along," he said. "We may need it." 

Softly they advanced between the lofty brick walls, feel- 
ing their way step by step. All was dark ahead, and the 
silence was intense. It was a pretty severe ordeal, but 
their courage and determination never wavered. 

"It seems about a year since we started across the 
harbor in the Micmac," whispered Andy. "I can scarcely 

believe that it vas only yestwda-^ «.£tenioon. What a 
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night this has been I First we were almost drowned on 
the lake, and then we narrowly missed being burned up. 
And now here comes another adventure." 

"Hush! not so loud," replied Garth. "You're right, 
Andy. This beats anything I ever read about in books. 
I hope we'll pull through this scrape as easily as the 
others. Ah ! here we are." 

The second gate loomed dimly before the boys. It 
swung lightly open at a touch, and with some trepidation 
they entered the court-yard. It was a moment or two 
before their eyes became accustomed to the gloom. Then 
they saw the rear wall of the bank building with its two 
shuttered windows. The inclosure was empty. Not a ray 
of light was visible. Not a sound broke the stillness. A 
misty rain drizzled down from the narrow patch of clouds 
overhead. 

Garth ran his hand along the edge of the gate. 

"The lock has evidently been picked," he said. "These 
are no ordinary robbers that we've got to deal with. They 
understand their business." 

The boys waited and listened for a brief interval. Then 
they softly advanced over the flagstones. A dozen steps 
brought them to the bank wall, and here they made a dis- 
covery that confirmed their suspicions beyond a doubt. 
The iron cellar doors were wide open. The bar and brass 
lock belonging to them lay on one side. The lock had 
evidently been picked by an expert hand. 

Dropping to their knees, the boys peered into the cellar, 
and saw a bar of yellow light shining through the dark- 
ness at the rear end. It illuminated the row of steep 
wooden steps, and extended almost to the foot of the 
other steps just beneath the lads. 

"The door leading into the bank must be partly opetv " 
wlnspered Garth. '7 guess they picked that lock, \.00. \ 
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can't understand how they did all this burglarizing with- 
out being heard by the watchman — unless he was in the 
plot/' 

"Nonsense !" muttered Andy. "Sanders aiiArthat kind 
of a man. There may have been a fight, for all we know. 
A volley of pistol-shots wouldn't have attracted any at- 
tention while that steamer was burning." 

This suggestion was startling to both lads, and their 
courage wavered a little. If Sanders was dead they stood 
a good chance of incurring the same fate. For two full 
minutes they remained in the same motionless, crouching 
attitude. Garth's right hand nervously clutched the iron 
bar. Strange ! They could hear nothing — ^not a whisper, 
not a footstep. They g^ew alarmed at the intense silence. 
What did it mean? 

Suddenly Andy grasped his companion's arm, and 
whispered, sharply: 

"Look here, Garth, I believe we have come too late. If 
any one was in the bank we would surely hear some sort 
of a noise. I'll bet anything the burglars heard you when 
you dropped over the gate. That scared them, and they've 
bolted by the front door." 

"Mebbe they did," muttered Garth. "I never thought 
of that before. It would be just our luck." 

"If we hurry around through the alley we may get a 
glimpse of them," suggested Andy, starting to his feet. 

"No; hold on! Take off your shoes, Andy. We'll 
sneak up the cellar-steps first, and make sure. If the rob- 
bers are gone, we can rush through the bank to the street 
in less than no time." 

Silently both lads removed their shoes, and, taking 
them in their hands, they crept down the cellar-steps. At 
the bottom they listened a moment; then advanced over 
the asphalt-paved floor. It did tvot occur to them that 
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they were doing a terribly foolhardy thing. They felt 
pretty sure that the robbers had left the bank by the front 
door. 

The cellar was in utter darkness, except for that one 
streak of light. This led the boys to the foot of the stairs, 
where they could see the door above standing ajar. A 
square block had been cut out of it, telling plainly how 
the robbers had passed this final barrier. 

Garth softly crawled up the steps, and, reaching the 
fourth one from the bottom, halted and straightened him- 
self. A low gasp instantly escaped his lips, and he 
clapped a warning hand on Andy, who was one step below 
him. Both could see plainly into the bank, and so amaz- 
ing was the scene before them that they quite forgot their 
perilous situation. 

A dimly burning gas-jet revealed the massive door of 
the safe standing wide open. The floor beneath it was 
strewn with steel filings and odd-looking tools. Stretched 
on a couch along one side of the room was Sanders, the 
watchman, apparently dead. On a stool in front of the 
safe, with his face turned toward the cellar-door, sat a 
man with a heavy black mustache. A lighted cigar was 
in his mouth, and he was glancing with calm satisfaction 
at four bulky valises which rested at his feet, and were 
evidently stuflfed with notes and coin. 

This daring burglar was none other than Mr. Parker, 
the pseudo banker from New York. The boys recognized 
him with emotions that can be better imagined than de- 
scribed. The mystery of the conversation in the woods 
was now as clear as daylight, and they wondered at their 
stupidity in not suspecting the truth long ago. But where 
was his companion? This was the question that entered 
their minds after the first shock of surprise was over. 

It wBs quickly answered. Garth accident\y moN^di ow^ 
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foot, and made a shuffling noise. The burglar heard it, 
and glanced unconcernedly toward the door. 

"That you, partner?" he called. "What kept you so 
long? Is everything clear outside?" 

Dead silence. The boys were helpless with fright, and 
for one brief moment the thumping of their hearts 
sounded like drum-beats. The meaning of the burglar's 
questions was terribly plain. His companion had started 
some time before to find out if the avenues to escape were 
still open. But the boys had seen nothing of him. Where 
was he now? 

"Creep back," whispered Garth, in a husky voice. 
"Quick ! We must get out of this." 

Too late! As Andy took one step down, a muscular 
hand gripped the collar of his coat, and a hoarse cry rang 
in his ear. 

Andy's assailant was the other burglar, whose journey 
of inspection had doubtless been cut short by the appear- 
ance of the boys at the other cellar-door. He must have 
concealed himself in the darkness, listening to their con- 
versation and watching their movements, until their fool- 
hardy advance placed them in a position from which 
there was no retreat. Then, guided by the ray of light — 
which showed the youth of the intruders — ^he pounced 
upon the nearest one, calling sharply to his companion for 
help. All this entered Andy's mind with the swiftness of 
a lightning flash, and he realized his desperate position. 
As he was jerked roughly to the foot to the steps a clever 
expedient occurred to him. By a muscular effort he 
wriggled clear out of his coat, leaving it in the aston- 
ished burglar's hands. His mind quickly decided on the 
next step. He knew that it would be folly to remain and 
try to help Garth. He must reach the open air and give 
an alarm. JEvading his enemy m tVve daikaess, he sprang 
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toward the dim square of light from the open cellar-doors, 
scrambled tip the steps, and gained the court-yard. The 
burglar was after him like a streak, and scarcely half a 
dozen feet separated the two as they shot through the 
first gate and clattered down the alley. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

AN INSPIRATION SAVES GARTH. 

Meanwhile, how fared Garth? The attack on his com- 
panion startled and scared him. He lost his balance, 
slipped and rolled to the bottom of the steps. He lay still 
for a moment, partially stunned, and yet comprehending 
Andy's bold escape. Then he staggered to his feet just 
as the other burglar came hastily down the stair-way, 
carrying a dark lantern in one hand, and a revolver in the 
other. 

The slide of the lantern was off, and the dazzling glare 
of light so confused Garth that he lost his bearings and 
blundered into the remotest corner of the cellar. Finding 
escape cut off, he clambered upon a stack of musty old 
ledgers that were piled against the wall. His shoes were 
still in his hand, but he had lost the iron bar. 

The burglar approached Garth, and turned the lantern 
full upon his face. 

"Ah, it's you, is it?" he cried. "I recognize you, young 
fellow. So this is the way you start on a camping cruise. 
I understand it all. You and your companion heard our 
conversation in the woods, and dropped to our little game. 
You planned to outwit us, did you ? Well, you'll be sorry 
you meddled with our affairs. You spoiled the job for us, 
but that's all the satisfaction you'll get out of it. I'm go- 
ing to shoot you right now." 

Deliberately cocking the revolver, he advanced to 
within half a dozen feet of Garth, and pointed the weapon 
at the lad's breast. 




ruffian piev.scA \\.i-«W*e^ 



An Inspiration Saves Garth. 53 

Garth shuddered. The horror of the situation made 
him faint and dizzy. He felt that he was doomed — ^that 
.1 another moment he would be dead. 

"Don't — don't shoot!" he implored, in a husky voice. 

I've done nothing to you. Don't kill me." 

The ruffian laughed — a, harsh, merciless laugh, like the 
snarl of a wild beast. With fiendish delight in his vic- 
''tn's torture, he delayed pulling the fatal trigger. He 
-ept the lantern turned full upon the lad's face, gloating 
over its agonized expression. 

"Do you call spoiling our game nothing?" he said, 
mockingly. "You'll be getting oflF easy with a bullet 
through your heart. Here goes." 

But before the shot could be fired the second burglar 
Iropped heavily through the cellar-hole without waiting 
to descend the steps. 

"Got one fellow, have you?" he demanded. "The 
other chap gave me the slip, and escaped into the street. 
He's yelling loud enough to waken the dead, and we'll 
soon have the whole town about our ears. But we can 
get away yet, if we hurry. The rear entrance is still the 
safest, and — hullo I seems to me I recognize this fellow. 
Isn't he one of the lads we stumbled on in the woods 
the other day?" 

"Of course he is," snarled his companion. "A pretty 
pair of fools we were to let them trick us ! I'm going 
to shoot this chap for spoiling our game. Run up and 
get the stuff, quick !" 

"That's right. Put a bullet through his carcass," 
snarled the smooth-faced burglar. "I'll be ready in a 
moment." 

He ran lightly up the stairway, and into the bank. 

This episode had taken but a few seconds. Garth's 
captor faced him again, revolver in hand. DiSTe^t^m^ 
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the lad's fervent appeal for mercy, he took quick aim and 
pulled the trigger. A sharp snap followed. The cart- 
ridge had missed fire. With a savage curse the ruflSan 
drew back the hammer, throwing another shell into place. 

"This time I'll fix you!" he muttered, taking careful 
aim. 

Garth shuddered, and imploringly threw up his arms. 
But the fatal shot was again delayed. Just then the 
other burglar came down the steps. 

"Blast the luck!" he exclaimed. "We'll have to leave 
the two heavy bags behind us. There's no help for it 
We're sure to be caught if we take them all. There's not 
a moment to spare, for I can hear a racket now down the 
street. Shoot that young rascal, quick! No, hold on. 
We'd better not have murder on our hands." 

"Hang the diflference !" snarled his companion. "He's 
got to die." 

But Garth did not die^ and how his salvation came 
about was briefly as follows: During the short respite 
that the above conversation gave him, a desperate idea — 
and one that oflFered but scant hope — flashed into his 
mind. Yet he determined to chance it, and nerved him- 
self for the eflfort — which required coolness and self-pos- 
session. His shoe was in his right hand. Drawing his 
arm back a little and measuring the distance with a criti- 
cal eye, he let drive at the lantern just as the ruffian 
pressed the trigger of the revolver. 

Garth's aim was true. The shoe struck the lantern and 
dashed it against the cellar wall, where it was instantly 
extinguished, leaving the scene in total darkness, except 
for the thin ray of light that shone from the door above. 
The revolver went oflF with an angry crack, but the ruf- 
fian's aim was spoiled, and the ball struck harmlessly 
overhead. 
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Amid the confusion Garth leaped to the floor, and 
dodged noiselessly under the stairway to the opposite cor- 
ner of the cellar. So far the ruse was a success, but he 
quaked with fear for its ultimate result. The ruffian 
would likely strike a fresh light, and make sure of his 
revenge. 

A burst of profanity was followed by four separate 
pistol-cracks — ^aimed, no doubt, at the stack of ledgers. 
Then came a clattering noise as the books were tumbled 
down. 

"He's not here," cried an angry voice. "I must have 
missed him. Light your lantern till I search the cellar." 

"You're losing your senses," answered the other bur- 
glar. "It's sure capture if we stay here another minute. 
Don't you hear the racket outside? Take one of these 
bags, quick! and load your revolver in case we have 
to fight our way." 

There was a brief silence. Over against the cellar wall 
Garth shivered and listened. Then the men moved hur- 
riedly to the steps. One rushed up, and into the court- 
yard. The other — who was the blood-thirsty one — ^halted 
at the bottom. 

"You're safe for the present, young fellow," he snarled, 
in a voice that made the hidden lad quake. "But we'll 
meet again. I never forget a face, and I won't forget 
yours. I'll know you if it's ten years from now, and when 
the time comes I'll pay you oflf with interest. You'll live 
to remember me." 

He supplemented his threats with a string of oaths, and 
then vaulted lightly up the steps to the court-yard, where 
his companion was impatiently awaiting him. They 
dropped the iron cellar doors, and locked the bar over 
them, probably fearing that the lad would venture out in 
pursuit A moment later their footsteps faded a.'W^.'^. 
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Garth could scarcely believe that the burglars were real- 
ly gone. He had been very close to death, and his heart 
overflowed with gratitude for his well-nigh miraculous 
escape. Now that the ordeal was over, he shivered to 
think of his recent peril. The stream of light shining on 
the stairway recalled him to a sense of his duty. The men 
had carried off two satchels full of money. He must get 
to the street as soon as possible and help Andy to spread 
the alarm. The rear exit being cut off, there was no 
alternative but to go through the bank and open the front 
door. But first he struck a match — he had some in his 
pocket — ^and hunted his own and Andy's shoes. The 
former he put on, and the other pair he stuck under his 
arm. Then, with some hesitancy, he climbed the stairs 
and entered the bank. 

The room was in perfect order, except in the vicinity 
of the safe. The burglars had thoroughly overhauled 
the contents. Bags of silver and trays of gold had been 
dragged out. Tin boxes had been forced open, and 
bundles of paper strewed the floor. The two valises stood 
side by side, bulged out with rolls of coin. 

With a hasty glance at the confusion, Garth mastered 
his reluctance, and approached the couch where the watch- 
man lay. Here he encountered an agreeable surprise. 
The man was not dead. His eyes were closed, and his 
usually pallid face was deeply flushed. He was breathing 
heavily, and one hand clutched a partially consumed cigar. 

Without further delay. Garth hurried through the front 
part of the bank to the street door. It took him some 
little time to undo the fastenings, but at last the heavy bars 
were down, and the ponderous brass key turned in the 
lock. Trembling with excitement, he threw the door open 
and ran out on the steps. 



CHAPTER IX. 

ON THE RIGHT TRACK. 

Outside the tumult and noise were in sharp contrast 
to the silence that had rested on this part of the city 
but a short time before. Hoarse shouts fell on Garth's 
ears. They seemed to come from all directions. In the 
distance he heard a clatter of hoofs and a rattle of wheels, 
and wondered vaguely what it meant. Men in twos and 
threes were running up the cross street at the next corner. 
Further down Front street a steady stream of people was 
surging along under the electric lamps. Everybody 
seemed to be calling to everybody else. It was evident 
that the steamer Huron had burned to the water's edge, 
and that the crowd was coming back. It was equally 
evident that Andy had succeeded in spreading a general 
alarm, though as yet the mass of the people did not know 
what was wrong. 

Garth wanted to rush after the burglars, but as it was 
manifestly out of the question to leave the bank unlocked 
and undefended, he did the next best thing. He shouted 
at the top of his voice. 

Somebody responded from the opposite sidewalk, and 
across the street came a big, fat gentleman with gold 
glasses and a ruddy, clean-shaven face. He waddled up 
to the bank steps, and stood holding his sides for an 
instant, speechless for want of breath. 
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"Bless me !" he gasped out, finally. "Is this you. Garth 
Railton? What are you doing here? Where's Sanders? 
What do these fools mean by babbling about a bank rob- 
bery ? Has the town gone crazy ?" 

"It's all true, Mr. Cudlip," exclaimed Garth. "Your 
bank has been robbed, and who do you think did it? Why, 
those men from New York — Mr. Parker and Mr. Gibbs !" 

Mr. Cudlip staggered as though he had been shot. 

"Bless my soul ! No !" he gasped. "It can't be possi- 
ble! Where are the scoundrels? Send for the police!" 

Mr. Cudlip's excited words and gestures drew a little 
knot of people around the bank, and while Garth was 
explaining the affair and urging the crowd to go in pur- 
suit of the burglars, a tall man wearing a light check suit 
— evidently a stranger in Marquette — ^pushed up the steps, 
followed closely by two uniformed police officers. 

"Mr. Cudlip, I believe," he said, quietly, tapping that 
gentleman on the shoulder." 

"Yes," replied the banker. "Who are you?" 

Before the stranger could reply there was a fresh ar- 
rival on the scene. Andy pushed through the crowd, 
and mounted the steps. 

"The burglars got away," he yelled, excitedly. "I fol- 
lowed them up the street as far as Tabor's livery stable. 
There was a team standing there, and they jumped into it 
and drove off. The stablemen started after them with 
other teams, and on horseback. It's ten to one they'll be 
caught. 

"Here, Garth, give me my shoes," he added. "It's no 
fun running around in stocking feet." 

Hearing this piece of news, the majority of the crowd 
rushed toward the comer, bent on \o\mtv^ the chase. Mr. 
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Cudlip started to follow, but the man in the check suit 
held him back. 

"You can't do any good," he said, respectfully. "The 
men will be caught, sir, depend upon it. I would suggest 
that we have a look at the bank." 

Turning to the two officers, he added : 

"Go to the police station at once, get half a dozen more 
men and a team, and push after the burglars. I will join 
you as soon as possible." 

The officers hurried away as fast as the increasing 
crowd would permit. Front street was now jammed with 
a clamorous mob that had surged up from the docks, all 
anxious to know what this new excitement meant. 

The man in the check suit authoritatively pushed Mr. 
Cudlip, Garth and Andy into the bank and closed and 
barred the door. 

The banker looked indignant and a little suspicious. 

"Who are you?" he demanded. "Are you aware that 
this is private property ?" 

"Don't be alarmed," replied the stranger, with a grim 
smile. "I have no burglarious intentions. I am Detective 
Sharp from Chicago." He threw back his coat, revealing 
a small silver shield pinned to his breast. "Find out what 
is missing," he added, "and then, if you wish, we can 
get a team and follow the burglars. Perhaps you had 
better send word of the robbery to your partner." 

"Mr. Praed is out of town," groaned the banker. "He 
went away this afternoon. By all means let us follow 
these rascals. My stable is only two blocks away, and the 
coachman sleeps overhead." 

"I'll go and order the team," volunteered Andy. 

"Do," exclaimed the banker. "Tell John to harness 
the two horses in the Dayton wagon, and drive atoutvd 
to the iXink at once." 



6o On the Right Track. 

To avoid the crowd one of the rear windows was opened 
for Andy, and he hurried off on his errand. 

With angry and indignant exclamations Mr. Cudlip 
began to overhaul the disordered contents of the safe. 
The detective looked on for a little while. Then he walked 
to the couch and bent over the unconscious watchman. 

"Drugged," he muttered. "He won't wake up for 
hours yet. That cigar was the cause of it. The rascals 
did their work thoroughly, but it's just what I would have 
expected of two such experts." 

"What a fool I have been!" exclaimed Mr. Cudlip. 
"Every day these men were in here, and each time they 
gave cigars to Sanders. The drugged cigar must have 
been given at closing-up time last evening. He was per- 
mitted to smoke in the bank after hours. I wish I had 
my hands on the rascals now. I have paid dearly for 
my folly. No less than seventeen thousand dollars in 
gold and notes are missing. These two bags hold almost 
as much more. The robbers would have carried that 
away, too, had they not been interrupted. How did you 
come to discover them. Garth ?" 

Thus questioned, Garth modestly told the whole story, 
beginning with the conversation overheard in the woods. 
He made the narrative as brief as possible, and just as 
he finished Andy tapped on the window shutters and was 
admitted. 

The team will be here in five minutes," he exclaimed. 
I had an awful time waking John up. There are lots 
of teams and horsemen after the robbers, and hundreds 
of people have started on foot with lanterns and guns. 
The news is all over town." 

"Then there is a good chance of the scoundrels being 
caught," cried Mr. Cudlip. "I can scarcely believe yet 
that the burghry was commVlleA \rj T?^tV«t «ad Gibbs. 
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They were polished gentlemen, and had excellent letters 
of introduction from New York bankers with whom we 
deal/' 

"Forged — ^all forged," exclaimed the detective. "Par- 
ker and Gibbs are none other than Leary and Penn, two 
of the most noted cracksmen in the United States. They 
purposely cultivated your acquaintance, in order to lay 
their plans with better facility. But I am forgetting that 
I owe you an explanation. I can give it in a few words. 
Private business brought me to the city at nine o'clock 
last night. I went to the Marquette Inn, and these men 
were the first persons I saw. I recognized them at once, 
and when I made inquiries about them I was satisfied 
that they had some bold game in view. They retired at 
ten o'clock, and as I had no reason to believe that they 
intended carrying out their plans to-night, I also went to 
bed. The fire alarm roused me, and I dressed and went 
down to the docks. On my way back I heard men talking 
of a robbery, and came straight to the bank. I am sorry 
now that I did not keep a close watch on the men. No 
doubt they dropped from the windows of their room to 
the groimd immediately after they retired. However, I 
don't believe that they can escape. The chances are 
against them." 

"I hope so," replied Mr. Cudlip. "I am more interested 
in seeing them brought to justice than in recovering the 
money, though seventeen thousand dollars is a large sum 
to lose. But the house can stand it, fortunately. Had 
we lost five times that sum we should not be crippled. 
To think that I should have taken these miscreants into 
the bosom of my family, and invited them to dinners, and 
driven them around the country. Ah ! it makes vccj \Aoo^ 
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Mr. Cudlip swelled, and grew purple in the face. H< 
seemed on the point of taking an apoplectic fit. 

Just then the Dayton wagon drove up to the front door 
and the coachman's loud summons was heard. Taking 
possession of the two pistols and the rifle, which com- 
prised Sanders' armory, all hurried to the street. Th( 
bank was placed in charge of two police officers, whc 
happened to be near by, and a message was sent to the 
nearest physician to come and look after the watchman. 

Detective Sharp sprang up beside the driver. Mr 
Cudlip, Andy and Garth took the hind seat. In spite 
of all they had gone through, and the loss of a night'j 
rest, the boys were not sleepy. 

Off went the spirited horses on a rapid trot. There 
were plenty of loiterers to point out the right way, and ir 
a short time the electric lights of Marquette were fading 
in the distance. At the first fork in the road the drivei 
pulled up in obedience to a loud hail from some unseer 
person. A police officer stalked from out the gloom. 

"That you. Sharp?" he asked. "I waited here to mak( 
sure you wouldn't miss the way. The burglars took th< 
turn to the left." 

"The left?" exclaimed Mr. Cudlip. "Why, that goe 
to Presque Isle." 

"Then we've got them sure," cried the detective. "The; 
can't escape. Jump up behind, officer." 

The man obeyed, and a touch of the whip sent thi 
horses forward on a gallop over the smooth, macadam 
ized road. It was a nasty night — or rather morning. Th 
rain had ceased, but the sky was still overcast with clouds 
and a stiff wind was roaring and shrieking. 

Nearer and nearer loomed the misty headland o 

Presque Isle, and just as the wagon began to ascend th 

rising ground, a man came sVwVf om\. o\ ^^ ^Vc^.dQW 
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In the dim light it coUld be seen that his arm was wrapped 
in bandages. 

The detective pulled up the horses. 

"Hullo !" he exclaimed. "Any news." 

"News?" replied the stranger. "Well, I should say so; 
and bad news at that." 



. CHAPTER X. 

AT BAY. 

"Bad news, you say ?" exclaimed Mr. Cudlip, recogni: 
ing the man as one of the employees at Tabor's liver 
stable. "What was it, Johnson? Have the burglai 
escaped ?" 

"Well, not exactly; and, from the way things looks, 
reckon there ain't much chance of their gettin' clear awa; 
But there's likely to be murder done afore they're caught. 

"How's that?" 

"They laid a sort of an ambush back here on the islani 
and when a lot of us blundered into it they opened fir 
I got hit in the arm, an', bein' as it bled purty free, 
thought I'd better come back to town. The shootin' wj 
lively enough a while ago, but I reckon you didn't he< 
it on account of the wind blowin' the other way. When 
left the boys were planning to sneak around and take t\ 
burglars from behind." 

This was interesting news, indeed. The thought of t\ 
danger into which they might soon be plunged gave Anc 
and Garth a thrilling sensation. Mr. Cudlip waxed ii 
dignant, and shook his fist in the air. 

"The murderous scoundrels !" he roared. "They sha 
have their deserts!" 

"Beyond a doubt," assented Detective Sharp. "Escai 
is utterly impossible. Their capture is only a questic 
of time. 

"6fo to a physician and \va.ve ^out ^omxvA. dt^-ssed, m 
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man," he added to Johnson. Then he whipped up the 
horses, and the wagon drove on. 

Twenty yards ahead was the edge of the timber, where 
ihe open, macadamized road ended. 

Here were stationed a dozen men, watching the exit 
from the island. The detective halted the horses for a 
moment or two, but no information of any importance was 
gleaned. However, the guards explained the most 
puzzling part of the affair — namely, how the burglars 
came to blunder into such a veritable cul-de-sac as Presque 
Isle. 

It seems that they had taken the wrong turn at the fork 
in the road, and when they discovered their error it was 
too late to turn back, since a number of their pursuers 
were already within a close distance. 

"They will find it a costly mistake," commented the 
detective. "Keep a sharp lookout, my good fellows; 
though it is not likely that the rascals will have a chance 
to trouble your neighborhood." 

The wagon rolled on into the deep shadow of the woods. 
The horses were familiar with the locality, and picked 
their way along the centre of the road. 

Overhead the wind roared and shrieked among the tree- 
tops. It was raining again, and occasionally a shower 
of drops fell on the occupants of the wagon. Here and 
there small groups of men were met trudging along with 
lanterns, but no stop was made. From a long distance 
ahead came faint shouts, and here was evidently the scene 
of the late struggle. 

At length a curve brought into view a number of 
lanterns and torches, and the sound of many voices echoed 
above the roar of the wind. 

"I'm indlned to think the rascals have surreTvd^Te^V 
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exclaimed Detective Sharp. "And yet it's not like them. 
Get along there !" 

This last was to the horses. The faithful animals broke 
into a gallop, dragging the wagon dizzily from side to 
side. 

"Hold on ! stop !" yelled a hoarse voice from the gloom. 
An instant later a man ran into the road with a lighted 
lantern, the glare of which revealed half a dozen teams 
and saddle horses jumbled together just ahead. 

"Whoa ! whoa !*' shouted the detective, excitedly, as he 
hauled on the lines with all his might. The horses 
bumped into the nearest vehicle, and, veering to one side, 
stood still. 

"A close shave !" exclaimed Mr. Cudlip. "That warn- 
ing came just in time to prevent a terrible collision. Here, 
you — where are you? What's the news?" 

But the man had already vanished, taking the lantern 
with him. The banker sprang to the ground, and the 
others followed him. 

They threaded their way past the bunch of teams and 
horses, stumbling against trees and rocks. Reaching the 
open road, they dashed on at full speed, and were soon 
in the midst of a clamorous mob of men and boys, at least 
three score in number. 

The new arrivals were promptly recognized, and they, 
in turn, recognized many familiar faces. 

The leading figures of the crowd were Tabor, the livery- 
man, and half a dozen police officers. 

Of course everybody tried to speak at once, and the 
result was a babel of incoherent words. At length com- 
parative quiet was restored, and Tabor managed to make 
himself heard. 

"Do you see that?" he said, pointing to a great tree 
that had been blown direcl\y ^.ctoss VVv^ tc^d some twenty 



At Bay. 67 

yards ahead, and was rendered dimly visible by the flare 
of the torches and lanterns. 

"Well, that's what stopped us from pushing on with 
our teams. The burglars ran into it, and smashed my 
buggy and killed my horse. I wouldn't have taken five 
hundred dollars down for that animal. You can see the 
body lying there to one side." 

"Bless my soul!" exclaimed Mr. Cudlip. "And what 
became of the men ?" 

**Escaped imhurt, blast them!" replied Tabor. "At 
least, I reckon they did, for when we tried to climb over 
the tree they opened a hot fire on us. Johnson was hit 
in the arm, and Smithers here got plugged along the side 
of the head." 

Smithers nodded, and pointed proudly to the bandage 
that was tied above his ears. 

"It were only a scalp wound," he said. "I hardly feel 
it now. We let drive with our guns, but I don't know 
as we hit any of 'em." 

"Have you heard nothing of the rascals since?" ques- 
tioned the detective. "Come, men, let's push on and see 
what has become of them. You won't find them behind 
that tree, I'll warrant you." 

"They ain't far away," replied Tabor, lowering his voice 
to a cautious whisper. "You see, four or five of the 
police and as many more of our fellows started through 
the woods to work around and take the burglars from the 
rear. They've been gone a good while now, and we're 
expectin' any minute to hear from them." 

"They're probably on a wild goose chase," muttered the 
detective, a little indignantly. "The proper thing would 
have been to draw a wide circle around that tree and 
gradually close in on the rascals. You would have had 
tbem then, sure. I wish I had been here when the shoot- 
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ing was done. As it is, I think we had better advance 
at once." 

This suggestion was eagerly hailed by some; others 
showed their disapproval by silence. 

"By all means let us push on," exclaimed Mr. Cudlip. 
"This long delay may have permitted the ruffians to 
escape. I will pay five hundred dollars apiece for their 
capture, dead or alive !" 

The munificence of the banker's offer caused general 
excitement and clamor. Arms were looked to preparatory 
to starting. 

"You're safe to pay that money," said Tabor, "and I 
hope I'll come in for a share of it. The burglars are dead 
sure to be caught, for there's no way of gettin' off the 
island." 

As he spoke, a gunshot rang heavily on the night air. 
Then came the shrill crack of a pistol, repeated half a 
dozen times in rapid succession. 

No words were needed to tell what this meant. It waj 
only too plain that the little band of spies had met th( 
desperate robbers, and were waging a mortal combat. 

With one accord the posse swept down the road, yelling 
hoarsely and waving torches and lanterns overhead 
Tabor was in front, and close behind came the detective 
and Garth, and Andy. 

In the wild scramble over the fallen tree, Andy's coai 
caught on a jagged limb, and held him there until the 
rest had gone by. Garth observed the accident, and de- 
layed to assist his companion. 

As the boys ran on they saw the ponderous form oi 
the banker wedged into a crevice between two rocks along 
the side of the road. The lantern that one of the men 
had given him was still held tightly in his hand. He 
was groaning and puf&ng as though in great agony. 
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The boys took hold of him, and with difficulty pulled 
him to a sitting position. 

"Are you hurt, Mr. Cudlip?" they inquired, anxiously. 

"Oh, no — no !" groaned the fat banker ; "only my — ^my 
dignity. Those boors knocked me down, and trampled 
over me as though I was a mere worm. But, bless my 
soul, boys, this won't do! Take the lantern and run. 
Catch the burglars. Shoot them." 

"You must go with us," replied Garth. "Here, take 
hold, Mr. Cudlip. We'll soon catch up with the others." 

Despite his protests, the boys took the banker by the 
arms, one on each side, and hurried him down the road 
as rapidly as his bulk and spent breath would permit. 

In the distance glimmered the lights of the crowd, 
casting yellow streaks far behind. From a point further 
beyond echoed the lively crack of pistols and the dull 
booming of heavier weapons. 



CHAPTER XI. 

A CROWNING MISMRTUNE. 

Faster and faster went the belated little group. Andy 
and Garth felt much like soldiers about to enter their first 
battle. The firing still kept up briskly, telling, apparently, 
that the burglars were holding their own against long 
•dds. 

Mr. Cudlip puffed and blowed like a porpoise, but in- 
timated no desire to slacken speed. He wanted to be 
in at the finish. 

The road now began to pitch downward at a gradua 
angle, and grew more narrow. Drooping trees an( 
kushes cut off the view ahead. Behind them rose brokei 
walls of granite. 

Suddenly a cry of amazement broke from Andy's lipj 

"Do you know where we are, Garth ? This is the roa 
that goes down to the Landing. We'll be there in 
minute." 

"So it is," exclaimed Garth. "I thought the plac 
looked familiar. It's all up with the burglars now." 

Just then a ray of light popped into view from behind 
jutting crag, and when they reached the spot the bo} 
saw a group of men by the roadside. They were bendin 
over a companion, whose pallid face and closed eyes tol 
of a mortal injury. 

"What's wrong?" asked Garth. "Who is it?" 

"The burglars have shot poor Bill Wilson through tt 
breast," replied one of the men. "I'm afraid it's all n 
with him," . 
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■ The boys lingered a moment. Then they pushed on, 
m ^iragging Mr. Cudlip between them. The firing had en- 
m tirtly ceased by this time, and they fully expected to find 
■ the two burglars in custody. 

t A moment later they emerged from the gloom of the 

li ravine on the open, slanting beach. The ruddy glare 

= of torches and lanterns showed them their tent pitched 

! under the lee of the cliff, and the eager mob that lined the 

shore of the surf -beaten little bay. They glanced toward 

the spot where they had left their sailboat. The top 

of the mast was not visible, and a horrible suspicion 

filled them with alarm. 

L 

1 Letting go of the banker they pushed through the crowd 
to the water's edge. Here their worse fears were realized. 
The Micmac was gone. 

It was a staggering blow to Garth and Andy, and they 
could only stare stupidly and silently at each other. It 
is not surprising that the loss of their prized boat seemed 
for the moment of tenfold more importance than the 
escape of the burglars with their booty. 

The Micmac was gone, and with it all their stores. 
The camping trip for which they had toiled and planned 
during a whole year — that long-dreamed-of cruise to 
Ontario — ^must now be abandoned. 

But after the first bewildering shock was over the lads 
faced the disaster with resignation, and even took a keen 
interest in the narrative that was poured eagerly into their 
ears. 

The party of spies had stumbled on the burglars, and 
the latter had retreated doggedly down the road to the 
Landing, fighting as they went. Seeing the sailboat in 
the harbor, they had chosen that means of escape in pref- 
erence to capture or a fight tljat could end only itv dealVv, 

Screened by the darkness — for the little band ol ^t- 
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suers had neither torch nor lantern — ^they jumped aboard 
the boat and pushed out of the harbor under full sail. 
They were still in sight when the larger force of pursuers 
arrived, and then occurred the lively interchange of shots 
— ineffective on both sides. 

Garth and Andy looked sadly across the rolling waters 
of the land-locked harbor to the great waves that raged 
and foamed out on the darkness of the lake. They scarce- 
ly felt the drenching rain that was fast soaking them to 
the skin. 

I'm sorry for you, my boys," said Detective Sharp. 
I fear it's all up with the boat, and with the burglars as 
well. They haven't a ghost of a chance for their lives. 
The wind is blowing a regular hurricane." 

"I'll venture to disagree with you on that p'lnt, sir," 
spoke up a weather-beaten fisherman. "Them chaps 
handled the boat as spry as though they was bom sailors, 
an' as long as they don't get to right or left of the gale 
they'll likely stay afloat an' be blown far out on the lake." 

"That's true," chimed in Garth. "They're far from 
dead men yet, provided they understand navigation. The 
Micmac is a mighty stanch little craft, and I believe it will 
take a worse storm than this to sink her." 

"I know it will," asserted Andy, confidently. 

Most of the crowd sided with the boys, and Detective 
Sharp found few backers. 

"You people are the best ones to judge," he said, frank- 
ly, "for I admit that I'm not very well booked in naviga- 
tion. I hope the burglars will keep afloat until the storm 
is over. In that event we will catch them sooner or 
later. I presume they are traveling pretty fast, and arc 
heading to the north-east." 

"Yes, that's about it," said Tabor. "It may be a difE- 
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cult job to find them if they hide among the islands that 
are scattered in that direction." 

"They shall be found, if I have to charter every steamer 
in the neighborhood," exclaimed Mr. Cudlip. "If neces- 
sary, I will double the reward." 

"It's a good thing they dfdn't get hold of that steam 
yacht, as they planned to do," answered Garth. "They 
could easily have crossed the lake and kept ahead of pur- 
suit" 

"Perhaps they have it by this time," suggested Andy, 
with sudden fear. 

Garth laughed. 

"No danger of that," he replied. "Even if they passed 
close to the granite reef they wouldn't see the yacht. The 
owners will find it safe and sound in the morning." 

"Well, it's nearly morning now," remarked Detective 
Sharp, "and as there is nothing more to be done here, we 
may as well start back." 

"By all means," assented Mr. Cudlip. "No time must 

be lost in procuring vessels to conduct the search." 

Garth and Andy burdened themselves with the tent and 
the few articles that had not been carried off in the 

Micmac. 

The entire party straggled up the ravine, and were 
joined on the way by the wounded man and his bearers. 
The fallen tree was soon reached^ and those who were 
fortunate enough to have come in wagons or on horseback 
quickly out-distanced the pedestrians. 

The rain had ceased, and daylight was just creeping 
over the east skies when the Dayton wagon pulled up 
at Mr. Cudlip's stable. Garth and Andy were too sleepy 
and worn out to care what became of the burglars. They 
at once hurried home, where their arrival caused great 
surprise to their mothers. They briefly related t\ve tv\^< s 
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Stirring chapter of adventures, and then, after a hearty 
breakfast, they went to bed. 

Garth was up and dressed by two o'clock. He had just - 
finished his dinner when Andy entered the house. The :^ 
boys felt thoroughly refreshed, and without delay they 
hurried downtown. 

On the way they met many acquaintances, who congrat- r 
ulated them on their narrow escapes, and sympathized : 
with them over the loss of their boat and the untimely ^. 
ending of their cruise. The whole town was in a furor ]^ 
of excitement, and every incident of the previous night - 
was widely known. 

The boys went first to the breakwater, where a curious ^ 
crowd was gathered about the charred hull of the steamer 5 
Huron. The sky was clear, and the lake was compara- t 
tively calm after the night's storm. 

From Tabor, the liveryman, who was among the crowd, 
the boys learned that Sanders, the bank watchman, was 
under a physician's care, but was not yet able to talk 
coherently. The man Wilson, whom the burglars had 
shot in the breast, was resting easy and had a fair chance 
of recovery. 

Of the daring burglars nothing had been seen or heard, 
though the lake shore had been searched for half a dozen 
miles beyond Presque Isle in the vain hope of finding the 
wreck of the Micmac. The stanch little boat was evidently 
still afloat. All the seaports within fifty miles had been 
notified by telegraph to keep a lookout for the burglars, 
and half a score of vessels had started on the search from 
Marquette that morning. Mr. Cudlip and Detective 
Sharp were on board one of them, and none had as yet 
returned. 

"I'd like to know if Norry and Clyde have recovered 
ibeir yacht" said Garth. "We v^^te to Kave met them 
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at eight o'clock this morning, but I forgot all about it 
when we came back from Presque Isle." 

"So did I," replied Andy. "We couldn't have stayed 
awake that long, anyway. Suppose we go up to the 
hotel, and see if they are there." 

"All right," assented Garth. 

They turned down the breakwater, and just as they 
reached the end Andy clutched his companion's arm. 

"Look!" he cried. "There comes the Yolande now, 
unless I'm greatly mistaken." 

He pointed to a trim little vessel that was beating its 
way into the harbor under full steam. Dense volumes 
of smoke were puffing out of the funnel. 

"That's the Yolande," exclaimed Garth ; "not a doubt 
of it. She's heading for Gibson's dock. Come on, we've 
got just time to make it." 

The boys ran at full speed along the shore, and reached 
the dock just as the Yolande blew off steam and swung 
alongside. 

Norry and Clyde sprang from the deck, and quickly 
made the yacht secure with ropes. 

"Hullo ! You're just the fellows we want to see," ex- 
claimed Clyde. 

"We were going to search the town for you," added 
his companion. 

They gave the boys an enthusiastic greeting, and led 
them aboard the yacht and into the snug little deck- 
house. 

"I see you fellows haven't lost any time," said Garth. 
*Tm sorry we couldn't keep our engagement this morn- 
ing, but we were thoroughly done out." 

"Don't mention it," replied Clyde. "We heard all 
about your doings last night What a time you mM%>\. 
bare had! I only wish we had been along. "We Vxve^ 
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you must be sleeping this morning, so we didn't dii 
turb you. One of the steam tugs that was starting aft( 
the burglars took us as far as the reef. We found tl 
yacht in snug condition, and as soon as possible we fin 
up and ran for the town." 

"You see, we know a little about yachts," added Norr 
proudly. "The Yolande is easily managed, and we'^ 
come to the conclusion that it won't be necessary to hi 
any assistants — ^that is, on one condition " 

Clyde checked his companion by a warning look. Th( 
he turned to Garth and Andy with a smiling face. 

"I hear you fellows have lost your boat and all yoi 
traps," he said. "Fm awfully sorry for you. I suppo 
this knocks your trip on the head?" 

"Yes ; it does," replied Garth. "We have nothing Ic 
but the tent and blankets." 

"And the money," reminded Andy. "Garth had th 
in his pocket. But it's not enough to purchase a ne 
outfit." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A FRESH START. 

There was silence for a moment. Then Clyde spoke 
up: 

"I am rather glad that this thing has happened to you 
fellows. You'll be all the more ready to listen to the 
proposition that we want to make." 

Garth and Andy looked astonished, and even a little 
indignant. They wondered if they had heard aright. 

"Hold on !" added Clyde. "Give me a chance to ex- 
plain. It's our fault that you fellows lost everything, 
and you saved our lives, too — ^no ; don't deny it. I know 
you're modest chaps and won't let us thank you as we'd 
like to. I promise to steer clear of that subject after this, 
but it's got to be mentioned, you know. However, I'll 
cut the preliminaries short and come straight to the point. 

"We four have passed through more peril than a man 
ordinarily sees in a lifetime, and I think last night's ex- 
perience has made us better acquainted than a year's 
chumming could have done. Norry and I like you chaps 
immensely — ^that's frank and above-board — ^and we want 
you to join us on a cruise. 

"First we'll help to chase the burglars, and when that 
is over we'll go to the very part of Ontario that you 
fellows wanted to see. It shan't cost you a cent. We 
have plenty of money, and w^ intend to provide you 
fellows with better gunning and fishing outfits t\vaL*a \5cvo^^ 
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you lost. It's three o'clock now, and if you say the 
word we can be steaming out of the harbor in two hours." I 

"Just think of the fun ahead of us," chimed in Nony, 
banging his fist on the table. "We can take turns at 
running the yacht, and cooking, and washing dishes. I 
can hardly wait till we're off." 

Andy's face shone with delight, and Garth's eyes 
sparkled with suppressed excitement. Such a munificent 
offer dazzled them — made them stupid with joy. For a 
moment they could not find words to speak. 

"You'll go, then?" asked Clyde. 

Garth rose to his feet. 

"Yes, we'll go," he replied, huskily. "I don't know 
how to thank you fellows — ^you can't realize what this 
means to us, because, you see, we've been looking forward 
to the trip so long, and when it was knocked on the head 
we felt pretty bad." 

"But you fellows want to do too much for us," ex^ 
Claimed Andy. "We have enough money to buy what 
we need." 

"And you'll keep it, too," replied Clyde, with mock 
sternness. "You shan't spend a cent. I'd like to know 
if paltry money can ever pay what we owe you ! Good- 
fellowship is better coin for obligations of that sort 
There ; that will do, now I We must be off to the town 
to stock up." 

To seal the compact, the boys shook hands all around.. 
Then their enthusiasm got the better of them, and they 
cheered so vociferously that a crowd of spectators quickly 
assembled on the dock, probably imagining that the Yo- 
lande was a floating lunatic asylum. Clyde and Norry 
danced a jig on the polished floor, trolling out snatches 
of college songs, while Garth and Andy joined in heartily 
without regard to tune or words. 
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The mental intoxication soon spent itself, and the boys 
settled down to a short discussion of ways and means. 
There was no time to spare if they intended to start by 
five o'clock. 

A plan of action was quickly arranged. Norry re- 
mained on board the yacht, and the others hurried into 
the town. Clyde stopped at one of the national banks 
on Front street to have a certified check on New York 
cashed, first arranging to meet his companions at a lead- 
ing hardware store, where guns and fishing-tackle were 
sold. 

Garth and Andy took the nearest cut home, and readily 
obtained their mothers' permission to go on the cruise. 
Putting together a few clothes, they said good-by and 
hurried to the trysting-place. 

Here they found Clyde. He had already purchased 
two shotguns, a rifle, ammunition, fishing-rods, and a 
quantity of tackle. 

"There are four of us now, instead of two," he ex- 
plained, **so you see we must double up on everything. 
We have a big wall tent, and I don't suppose another one 
is necessary. The bunkers are well stocked with coal, 
too." 

He hurried the boys from store to store, lavishly pur- 
chasing provisions, bedding, rubber blankets and boots, 
canvas shooting- jackets, and various other things, stipu- 
lating" in each case that the articles should be sent at 
once to the yacht. 

The shopkeepers were true to their promises. When 
the boys reached the dock, having stepped into a drug- 
store on the way for a glass of soda water, they found 
that all their purchases had arrived ahead oi iVvem. 

Brief time' was required to stow the Stuff m >icve\t 
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proper places. A light cedar skiff was purchased from 
a boat-builder near the dock, and hoisted on deck. 

All was now in readiness for the start. During the ab- 
sence of his companions, Norry had taken good care of 
the fire, and the boiler registered a fair pressure of steam. 

It was just twenty minutes past four o'clock when the 
Yolande left the dock and skimmed rapidly across the 
harbor. 

The dimensions of the yacht were small, and therefore 
her crew were not far apart as they attended to their 
respective duties. Norry and Garth, with arms bared to 
the elbows, acted as engineer and fireman. Clyde was 
pilot, and Andy installed himself as general utility man. 

At present the boys had no definite course in view. 
They kept the yacht to the northeast, and swept along 
at the rate of ten miles an hour. By seven o'clock Mar- 
quette was about twenty miles distant, and as yet no ves- 
sel had been seen coming from the opposite direction. A 
wooded island now appeared about three miles to the 
eastward, and here the boys decided to spend the night. 

"I think it's what they call Bear Island," said Garth; 
"but I can tell better when we reach it." 

"Perhaps we'll find the burglars there," suggested 
Clyde, uneasily. 

"Not likely," replied Andy. "I don't believe they're in 
this neighborhood at all. They must have got further 
away, and that's the reason we don't see anything of the 
vessels that went after them. We'll probably learn some 
news by to-morrow morning." 

A twist of the wheel changed the Yolande's course, 
and in fifteen minutes the island was close ahead. 

It was about a mile long, and through the centre ex- 
tended a high, rocky ridge, in m^xi^ pVajc^^ \«x^ o£ trees. 
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Garth was sure that he had rightly named the island, 
and Andy agreed with him. 

Clyde steered the yacht along the northern side to 
within a quarter of a mile of the upper point. Then the 
anchors were dropped in a little bay, about twenty yards 
from shore. It was now too dark to do any exploring, 
even had the boys felt so inclined. The management of 
the yacht was more like work than play, and they were 
glad of the chance to rest over night. 

The stars shone from a clear sky, and very little air was 
stirring. The fires were allowed to go out, and lanterns 
were lighted fore and aft and in the deck-house. A 
bountiful supper was prepared — giving Garth and Andy 
a chance to air their knowledge of cooking — ^and it was 
a caution to see the viands disappear. 

Until ten o'clock the boys sat out on deck, chatting 
over their future plans, and heartily enjoying the rare 
novelty of the situation. 

Then they crept into their berths in the snug little cabin, 
and were soon sleeping soundly. 

Some hours later Garth woke suddenly with an uneasy 
sensation that he could not define. 

The swinging lamp burned dimly, and there was light 
enough to show that the hands of the clock fastened 
against the wall pointed to twenty minutes past three. 

The cabin felt hot and stuffy, and he longed for a 
breath of fresh air. His companions were sound asleep, 
and, without waking them, he slipped into his shirt and 
trousers and went on deck. 

Quite a breeze had sprung up, and its strength was felt 
even in the sheltered bay. The yacht rocked from side 
to side, and waves were breaking heavily on the stony 
bead?. 
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Garth stood against the rail for ten minutes, 
into the blackness of Bear Island. The cool wi 
freshed him, and he concluded to go back to bed 
just as he started something occurred that sent 
chill through his veins and chained him irresistibly 
spot. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

A STARTLING MYSTERY. 

Bang ! A dull, thunderous report rang out from some- 
where across Bear Island, and faded away in long- 
reverberating echoes. 

This startled Garth, and before he could hazard even 
a guess at its meaning there followed quickly another 
sound — ^the wail of a human being in agony. 

He shuddered from head to foot, and clammy perspira- 
tion oozed out on his forehead. It was not fear for him- 
self that caused his agitation ; it was the hideous knowl- 
edge, suddenly forced upon him, that murder had been 
done near by. With both hands clutching the rail, he 
leaned forward, listening intently. But all was quiet now, 
save for the creaking of the wind and the sullen pounding 
of the waves on the beach. 

Minute after minute slipped by, and still Garth re- 
mained in the same listening attitude. Then he resolutely 
shook off the chilling sense of fear, and hastened into the 
cabin. With scant ceremony he wakened his companions, 
and forced them to listen to what he had to tell. Pulling 
on whatever garments first came to hand, and snatching 
a weapon or two, they followed Garth on deck. 

Four uneasy faces leaned over the rail, and four pairs 
of ears were strained in dread expectation of catching 
sounds other than the moan of wind and wave. The boys 
gazed fearfully on the troubled water, and tried to peer 
into the shadows beyond the beach. But ivotVvm^ ^^.s 
seen or beard. Solitude and silence reigned oxv \5cve v^Vaxv^* 
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"Look here, Garth," exclaimed Andy, abruptly, "are 
you sure you weren't dreaming? You admit yourself that 
you were a little bit flighty when you went on deck." 

Garth flushed, and was on the point of making an angry 
reply. But he checked himself with an effort, and said, 
quietly : 

"I'm not in the habit of dreaming anywhere but in bed. 
From the time I got out of my berth I was as wide awake 
as you are now. I heard a gun-shot and a cry of agony, 
and the sounds came from across the island — possibly 
from out on the lake beyond the other shore." 

"We don't doubt your word," replied Clyde. "Andy 
was only in fun, I'm sure. It's a mighty mysterious af- 
fair, though, and I would give a good deal to know what 
it means." 

"Perhaps the burglars are on the other side of the 
island, and are having a fight with some of the vessels 
that went after them," suggested Andy. 

"That's possible," replied Garth ; "but I think we would 
have heard considerable more racket." 

"I think so, too," assented Clyde, "and what else can 
have happened ? The island is not inhabited, is it ?" 

Garth shook his head. 

"Not a soul lives on it, and it is rarely that any person 
lands. It's such an out-of-the-way place, you know." 

"I have an idea," spoke up Norry. "As likely as not 
the burglars came here to hide, and fell to quarreling over 
the stolen money. Then one shot the other." 

This suggestion seemed quite plausible, and the boys 
discussed it for some time. 

"If there's only one burglar left, we ought to try to 
capture him," said Andy. "Think of the reward that Mr. 
Ctidlip offered ! He would pToV>a\A^ ^\n^ m% Tcvot^ than 
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that if we recovered the stolen money. And we would 
get our boat and stores back, too." 

Clyde and Norry were a little doubtful about this propo- 
sition. 

"A burglar that would murder his chum would be a 
dangerous fellow to tackle," said Clyde. "If we try to 
capture him the chances are that one or two of us would 
get shot. I'm not a coward, but, all the same, I don't see 
any fun in such a venture." 

"Nor I," admitted Norry. "Still, we might get the 
drop on him, if we acted very cautiously. Vm ready to 
do whatever the other fellows say." 

Garth looked sober. He realized that the responsibility 
had suddenly fallen upon his shoulders. He was of one 
mind as far as self was concerned, but he had to think 
of the others. 

"It's our plain duty to look into this matter," he said, 
after a thoughtful pause. "There's no vessel in sight, so 
we can't shove the task on any one else." 

"That's so," said Andy. "What I propose is this: 
Morning is not far off, and as soon as it's light enough 
to see we'll lower the boat and pull around the head of 
the island. If we discover any evidence to show that the 
burglars have landed here — and are here now — we'll cruise 
around the island in the yacht and keep a close watch 
until some vessel comes near. I don't propose to get you 
fellows into any danger if I can help it. There's one of 
those burglars I wouldn't relish meeting face to face. 
It's not likely I'll forget his last words in the bank cellar." 

Garth shivered at the recollection of the awful threats. 

"That's what I call a wise plan," exclaimed Norry. 

As the others agreed with him, the questioxv v^^s \^- 
g^rded as settled. 
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"I suppose we'll all go," said Andy, "or ought one of 
us to stay with the yacht?" 

"Yes; one had better stay behind," replied Garth. 
"While the rest of us are gone, the burglars — or burglar- 
might swim out from shore and steal the Yolande. One 
fellow could easily defend it under those circumstances. 
Two won't be necessary." 

As no one volunteered for this duty, the question had 
to be settled by lot. Strips of paper were employed, and 
Clyde drew the shortest one. He looked crestfallen for 
a moment, and then laughingly declared that he was 
satisfied. 

"Don't you fellows envy me?" he said. "While you're 
tugging at the oars in the hot sun, I'll be pacing the deck 
with a loaded gun on my shoulder." 

"Sour grapes," retorted Norry, at which the boys 
laughed heartily. 

By Garth's suggestion all the lights on the yacht were 
extinguished, and as little noise as possible was made. 

The boys went below and finished their toilet. Then 
they sat on deck for nearly an hour, chatting in low tones 
ever the night's mystery and watching the dusky shores of 
the island. 

When the first glimmer of light appeared on the eastern 
horizon they prepared and at^ a cold breakfast, as they 
did not wish to make their presence known by lighting a 
fire. 

It was now time to start, for the misty gray dawn was 
stealing over the lake in every direction. There was still 
sufficient wind to roughen the water into white-caps. 

The boat was easily lowered from the deck by means 

of ropes. Garth was the first to climb down, and he 

lent a helping hand to Norry and Andy. Then Clyde 

handed them two rifles and z. sVvo\.-^w— ^ Vsr^i^'eA— 2 
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supply of ammunition^ a pair of marine glasses, and a 
hamper filled with ham sandwiches, cheese and pickles. 
The last was most important, since their search was likely 
to be prolonged. 

"Keep a sharp lookout during our absence," admonished 
Garth. "You had better not make a fire under the boiler, 
for the burglars would smell the smoke, if they are on 
the island. Don't hesitate to shoot if they turn up and 
try to swim out to the yacht. Shoot, anyhow, at the first 
sign of danger. As soon as we hear a shot we'll turn 
back. And don*t forget to signal any vessel that comes 
near." 

"All right," answered Clyde. "I'll obey instructions to 
the letter. No burglar shall get on board the Yolande as 
long as I have this for defense." 

And he proudly patted the stock of his rifle. 

"Aim for the whites of their eyes," said Norry, "as 
your forefathers did at Bunker Hill." 

"Not so loud," cautioned Garth, taking the rear oars. 
"Here we go." 

Andy grasped the forward pair, and Norry squatted on 
the stem seat. Low-spoken farewells were said, and then 
the boat skimmed lightly across the bay on its venture- 
some and uncertain quest. 

The rowers pulled with a will, and the yacht fell rapid- 
ly astern. From time to time Clyde waved his cap, and 
Norry, who was looking back, returned the salute. It 
was necessary to keep some distance out from the rocky 
shore, where a dangerous line of surf was continually 
breaking. 

Far to the north several white sails were visible, and a 
dab of inky smoke from some steamer's funnel stained the 
horizon ; but these craft were beating past the \sVa.tvd,\Av^v 
fuUr ignorant of burglars or sordid gold. 
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It was strange that no trace had yet been seen of that 
grim fleet — half a score strong — which had steamed out 
of Marquette harbor twenty-four hours previous. Mys- 
tery though it was, the boys did not concern themselves 
about it ; nor, indeed, did they g^ve much thought to the 
possible perils of their own quest. They felt exhilarated 
and jubilant. How could they feel otherwise before the 
majestic beauty of early morning on Lake Superior? The 
crisp breeze blew in their faces, and the sun glimmered 
on the blue, rolling waves. 

Bear Island was half a mile wide in the centre, but it 
narrowed at each extremity. The quarter of a mile 
stretch to the upper point was soon covered, and the boat 
swept rapidly around the rocky headland. 

The moment that the southern shore came into view the 
boys rested on their oars and looked eagerly down the 
coastline, the entire mile stretch of which was visible. 
It was a beautiful sight. A barrier of granite crags, 
seared here and there by a gully or ravine, ran parallel 
with the water. Between their base and the narrow strip 
of shore was a line of heavy timber. The coast itself was 
very rocky, and a heavy surf was breaking upon it 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE FATE O^ THE BURGLARS. 

Garth unscrewed the marine glasses, and, raising them 
to his eyes, took a long look. 

"The mystery grows deeper," he exclaimed. "I'm 
afraid weVe come on a regular wild goose chase. I won- 
der if I really was in my full senses when I tumbled out 
of bed and went on deck at three o'clock this morning. 
Vm half inclined to doubt it." 

His companions laughed. 

"What's wrong? Don't you see anything?" Andy 
asked. 

"No; not a thing. That's just the trouble. In the first 
place, the Micmac would be in plain sight if she were any- 
where along the island, for I can't see a break or a harbor 
large enough for her to run into. In the second place, 
the surf is so dangerous that I don't believe the burglars 
could have made a landing without being wrecked. But 
look for yourselves." 

He passed the glasses to his companions, and each in 
turn took a survey of the coast. The result confirmed 
Garth's views." 

"Perhaps the island is haunted," suggested Norry, "and 
the sounds you heard were supernatural." 

"I don't take any stock in that sort of rubbish," Garth 
replied, as he turned to gaze southward across the lake 
on the chance of spying some of the missing vessels. 
"And I was only in fun about the dreaming. The gun- 
shot and the cry were as real as " 
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The sentence came to a sudden end, as Garth sprang 
excitedly to his feet, with flushed face and trembling 
hands. 

"Give me the glasses, quick !" he cried. 

He snatched them from Norry's hand, and held them 
to his eyes. For two or three minutes he looked steadily 
and in silence. Then he lowered the glasses, and turned 
to his companions. 

"The mystery is clear now, or part of it," he ex- 
claimed. "Out yonder lies the Micmac, stranded on a 
sunken ledge. She's partly on her side, and the waves 
are so heavy that I can't see much more than the mast 
and part of the sail. You can make her out with the 
naked eye, if you look sharp." 

"I see her !" shouted Andy. 

"And so do I," chimed in Norry. 

Each took a turn with the glasses, and obtained a com- 
paratively distinct view of the wrecked boat. She lay 
about half a mile out from the very centre of the island, 
and the immediate vicinity was dotted with outcropping 
ledges of rock, over which the waves raged and foamed. 

"There's no one on board," declared Andy. "She must 
have struck in the night, and the burglars were either 
drowned or swam to the island." 

"They couldn't have done that," replied Garth. "Grab 
your oars, Andy. We'll pull out, and have a look at the 
wreck. The gun-shot and the cry are as deep a mystery 
as ever. But we're on the right track now, and we may 
find the solution." 

The boat was quickly headed to the left, and went danc- 
ing over the waves straight toward the dim speck that 
marked the location of the luckless Micmac. 

Garth set the stroke, and he pulled with such energy 
that Andy could scarcely keep time with him. 
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Nearer and nearer came the wrecks and now the boys 
found perils thickening around them. More than once 
their frail boat narrowly missed tipping over, and it re- 
quired all the skill and strength that the rowers could 
command to avoid the sunken reefs. 

Garth keep a sharp watch ahead, and his trained eye 
told him exactly when and where to pull. In and out 
between the rocks shot the light little craft, and finally 
it ran alongside the Micmac, and was made fast with a 
painter. 

The sailboat had grounded on a sunken ledge, and her 
bow was high out of water. The sail was partially torn 
from the mast, and hung in tatters. Of the two burglars 
and the bags of money not a trace was visible. In fact, 
the boat was entirely empty. 

But other significant discoveries were quickly made. 
Close under the bow was a jagged break — now entirely 
out of water. About the centre of the boat, and a few 
inches below the gunwale, was an irregular hole clear 
through the planking. This had evidently been made by 
a heavy charge of shot. The bottom boards near by were 
spattered with drops of blood, and there were blood-stains 
on the opposite gunwale. 

With fast-beating hearts, the boys gazed on these omi- 
nous signs. 

"It looks like murder," said Norry; "and yet there is 
nobody here. I wonder what became of the burglars?" 

"The burglars are at the bottom of the lake," solemnly 
replied Garth, "and the money, too. I think I can under- 
stand pretty clearly exactly what happened. I've got a 
theory, anyway." 

"What is It?" demanded his companions in one breath. 

Garth pointed to a patch of tiny islands that were dimly 
visible half a dozen miles to the south. 
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"Do you see those?" he said. "Well, my theory is just 
this : I believe the burglars were hiding over among those 
little islands most of yesterday; the storm must have 
driven them there. Then they concluded to try to reach 
Bear Island, where they could find better hiding-places, 
and started for it some time last night. Not knowing of 
the danger, they ran in here among the sunken rocks. 
About twenty minutes past three o'clock this morning, 
when I was leaning over the rail of the yacht, the Micmac 
struck on that ledge there, and tore the hole in her bow." 
He pointed to a reef that stood several feet out of water, 
and lay a dozen yards beyond the wrecked sailboat 
'Then the burglars tried to scramble from the boat ontc 
the rock, and in the excitement a g^n went off accidental- 
ly, shooting one of them. He was probably hit in the 
leg. I don't suppose he was badly hurt, for both th( 
men must have reached the ledge, taking with them th( 
guns and the two bags of money. As soon as their weigh 
was out of It, the Micmac slipped off the rocks, and wa 
blown over to where she lies now. The burglars wer 
either washed off the ledge and drowned, or else the; 
perished while trying to swim to the boat with the gun 
and the money. They're both dead — ^that's as certain a 
anything can be. They never reached Bear Island alive 
though their bodies have probably been washed up o; 
shore by this time. I don't pretend that it all happene 
word for word as I tell it, but I think I'm pretty nea 
right, all the same." 

"You couldn't be closer/' exclaimed Andy. "Everj 
thing fits right in place." 

"You bet it does," cried Norry, with enthusiasm. "Yo 
ought to be a detective. Garth. Sherlock Holmes couldn 
hold a candle to you." 

Garth had never heard of Sherlock Hotaies^ but» undei 
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standing that a compliment was intended, he flushed a 
little with pride. He naturally felt that the joining to- 
geher of the links was a creditable bit of reasoning. 

"Look here, though," suddenly exclaimed Andy. "I'm 
going to knock your theory into a cocked hat. What be- 
came of all our traps that were stowed under deck ?" 

Garth laughed. 

"Ask me something harder," he replied. "The burglars 
threw them overboard during the storm to lighten the 
boat, of course." 

"By Jingo!" muttered Andy, "that's so. Tm floored 
again." 

"Well," resumed Garth, "there's no use in staying here 
any longer. The poor old Micmac is so badly battered 
that I don't believe we can do anything with her. But 
well decide that question later." 

He picked up the glasses, put them to his eyes, and 
scanned the island intently for a few moments. 

"There's a little harbor directly opposite here, fellows. 
It runs in among the trees, and I can see a clean cut 
through the surf. We'd better pull over to shore, and 
make a search for the bodies. Then we'll go back to the 
yacht, and cruise after some of those vessels that have 
gone on the wrong track. It's queer that we should have 
been the ones to make this discovery." 

Andy and Norry favored Garth's plan. The Micmac 
was abandoned to the mercy of the waves, and with lusty 
strokes the boys pulled safely away from the dangerous 
nest of reefs. 

During the short trip to the island they were sober and 
silent The fate of the two burglars — well merited 
tfiough it was — seemed to have cast a shadow on the 
sunny brightness of the day. 

Garth's discovery proved to be all right. The boat rode 
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safely through a gap in the raging surf, and ente 
narrow inlet that penetrated for some distance the r 
of a sombre, heavily-wooded ravine. The boys pulle 
it until the channel narrowed to a dozen feet. Thei 
landed on a flat rock, and made the boat fast. 

"We'd better have lunch before we search the s 
said Andy. "It's not likely we'll feel like eating 
ward." 

"That's a good idea," replied Garth. "I'm hun| 
a bear, anyhow. Bring the hamper along. I'm 
to look for a cool, shady spot." 

He turned up the shore of the inlet and disappea 
the bushes. 

Half a minute later he was back, and his comp 
scarcely recognized him, so distorted with fear w 
expression on his pallid face. 

I have something to show you," he whis 
Hush ! don't speak. Don't make a sound for your 






CHAPTER XV. 

DEADI^y P^RII^. 

A.ndy and Norry silently followed Garth up the shore 
■ of the inlet. They had an idea of what was wrong. At 
I the very worst they expected to see the dead bodies of the 
: two burglars floating upon the water. But what they 
': actually did see, when they emerged from the bushes, was 
' innocent enough at first sight. A dingy, much-battered 
i boat lay at their feet. An attempt had evidently been 
made to hide it, for overhead was a thick screen of under- 
growth. 

"Hullo ! it's a boat," muttered Norry. 

"So it is," added Andy. "Why, it looks like By 

cracky ! Garth, it's our old bateau. How did it ever get 
here?" 

"Didn't I tell you not to make any noise," whispered 
Garth, sternly. "You're right, though. It is our old 
bateau. Can't you see what it means? The two burglars 
are not dead at all. They are on the island now — close 
by." 

Like a flash his companions divined the truth, and 
their faces grew even paler than Garth's. Nor was more 
direct evidence wanting. In the boat itself and on the 
rocks close by were a dozen drops of dry blood. 

The terror-stricken lads looked at one another, gasping 
hard for breath. Then they scrutinized the bushes in 
every direction, expecting at any moment to be assaulted 
and captured by the two desperadoes. Not a word was 
ipoken, and when several minutes had gone by— each 
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seeming like an hour — ^the boys began to breathe a little 
easier. 

"The men must be sleeping now," whispered Garth, 
drawing close to his companions. "If they had their eyes 
on us we would have known it long before this.'* 

*'We had better make tracks at once," replied Andy. 
"I wouldn't want to fall into their hands for a thousand 
dollars." 

**Nor I," assented Norry. "But I don't quite under- 
stand about tlie boat. Is this the one that you fellows 
were in when you pulled out to rescue us ?" 

"Yes," whispered Garth. "You remember we turned 
it adrift when we boarded the steamer Huron? Well, 
the burglars must have run across it somewhere on the 
lake when they escaped from Presque Isle, and, thinking 
they might need it, they hitched it onto the Micmac. 
When they were wrecked out here last night, they simply 
transferred themselves and all the cargo to the bateau, 
and pulled over to this inlet. There are the oars now, 
My theory was right on every point except one. Instead 
of being drowned, the burglars escaped to the island. 1 
have no doubt that they carried the money and suppliei 
and everything else to some hiding-place up the ravine 
They must be asleep there now." 

"Then weVe got them in a trap," replied Norry. "Let'i 
hurry around the island and start off in the yacht aftei 
some vessel. W^e can't capture the men ourselves." 

"That's what I say," chimed in Andy. "Besides, if w< 
stay here any longer we may be discovered." 

"Hold on a minute," replied Garth. "I've just though 
of something. Don't you think it's our duty to sneal- 
up the ravine and try to get their arms away from th< 
burglars while they're asleep? If we succeed it will save 
more than one life. As long as they have weapons the} 
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won't surrender without a desperate fight. I know it's 
asking a good deal of you fellows, but, if we manage 
the thing properly there's no danger. Of course, we 
won't make the attempt unless the men are sound asleep." 

Andy and Norry looked dubious. Though they ad- 
mired Garth's pluck, the proposition seemed to them fear- 
fully risky. They had no desire to incur fresh peril. 
Their present situation was ugly enough. 

"I'll go," said Andy, after a moment's hesitation. 

"And so will I," added Norry, shamed into assent. 

"No, you won't," replied Garth. "You fellows don't 
want to go, and I don't blame you. I have no right to 
ask such a thmg. I'll go myself, though, if you'll wait 
here till I come back. Pull the boat out to the mouth 
of the inlet, so there won't be any delay in starting." 

The boys did not know how to reply to this heroic 
declaration, nor did Garth expect an answer. He turned 
down the shore, intending to arm himself before starting 
on his perilous mission. 

He had taken but three steps when an unexpected sound 
brought him to a halt. The report of a gun rang clearly 
on the morning air. It came, evidently, from across the 
island." 

"Clyde fired that," cried Andy, in a husky voice. 
"What can it mean ?" 

"It means that the burglars have pushed across the 
island, and are trying to capture the yacht," exclaimed 
Garth. "We've got to take a hand in the scrimmage. If 
we don't, the Yolande may be lost, for the odds are 
against Clyde, after all." 

"We'll have to hurry, then," replied Norry, starting for 
the boat. 

Andy rushed after him. 

"Hold on !" cried- Garth, overtaking his companions, as 
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they were about to jump in. "This won't do. It wiD | 
take half an hour to pull around the island. We must cut 
straight across by land if we want to be in time. The = 
distance is only half a mile — hardly that. Arm your- 
selves, quick ! and follow me." 

He snatched one of the rifles, and stuffed a handful = 
of cartridges into his pocket. i 

Garth's decisive words left no room for argument ! 
Andy and Norry followed his example, and seized the two 
rifles. In his excitement Norry also picked up the lunch 
hamper. Garth had already started, but they overtook 
him by a lively dash. 

In single file the boys pushed up the trough of the 
ravine, diving through beds of waving fern and clumps of 
heavy timber, and stumbling over fallen logs and stones. 

That any danger lurked in the locality — that the gun- 
shot had a meaning other than they gave it — did not for 
an instant enter their minds. They were fully convinced 
that the two burglars were on the far side of the island 
attacking the Yolande. The absence of other shots indi- 
cated one of two things; either the yacht had already 
been captured, or Clyde had gained a temporary victory. 

The ravine was now hedged in by two frowning granite 
walls. These gradually narrowed like a cleft, and toward 
their probable place of meeting trended the rugged path 
that the boys were following, working its way up at a 
sharp angle. It would lead them to the top of the cliff, 
and then would come the descent on the other side. It 
is doubtful if they realized just what they were going 
to do. To reach the yacht was at present their only 
thought. 

They hastened along as rapidly as the steep slope and 
its impediments would permit. It was, for the most part, 
a blind scramble through timber and undergrowth, with 
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re and there a bit of open, sunlit glade. Sometimes 
ey paused briefly to listen, but heard only the beating 
: their own hearts. 

Half-way up the ravine was a small, level plateau, and 
cross this the boys dashed with increased speed. Break- 
ng through a thicket of low bushes, they fell impetuously 
nto a circular open space. 

Here an unexpected scene met their gaze, and well-nigh 
petrified them with horror. 

On the grass sat the two burglars, sleepily rubbing their 
eyes. They had evidently just been roused from sound 
slumber. 

Scattered about them lay the entire cargo of the Mic- 
mac, while their heads had been pillowed upon the two 
leather portmanteaus. 

The boys took in these details at a glance, and though 
they were terribly frightened, they had sufficient presence 
of mind to swerve to one side as they plunged on. Other- 
wise they must have rushed into the very arms of the 
burglars, since it was impossible to check their speed. 
To turn back was out of the question. The only hope 
lay in speeding past the dangerous spot and eluding cap- 
ture until they could cross the island and gain the shelter 
of the yacht. 
Garth instantly realized this. 

"Straight on," he yelled. "Run for your lives, fellows.'' 
As the words left his lips, he reached the opposite 
side of the glade and dove into the friendly shelter of 
the bushes. Andy and Norry were directly behind him. 
But by this time the burglars were wide awake, and had 
risen to their feet. They started in pursuit, yelling out 
hoarse threats and commands to stop. 

The boys rushed on, straining every nerve, and not dar- 
ing to look back. Norry fell slightly behind, and, in his 
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haste to overtake his companions, he tripped on a trailtng 
vine and sprawled headlong. As he staggered to his feet, 
none the worse for the accident, a backward glance showed 
him the foremost of the burglars within two yards of 
him. 

The man held a revolver, and was about to fire. 

The situation was critical, but Norry saved himself by 
an inspiration. He still had his rifle in one hand and 
the lunch-hamper in the other. Swinging the hamper 
overhead, he let it drive with all his might. It struck 
the burglar on the face, and, bursting open, deluged hiiii 
with sandwiches, cheese and bottles. He staggered to one 
side, and the revolver was discharged harmlessly in the 
air. 

Norry sped on and joined his companions, who had wit- 
nessed the whole affair. There was no time for congratu- 
lations. The check was only temporary, and promised tc 
be of slight advantage. The race was resumed, and a! 
the boys tore desperately up the rugged centre of th( 
ravine, with every nerve and muscle strained to its utmost 
they heard their pursuers threshing the bushes noisily be 
hind them. Profanity and threats rang in their ears 
and then succeeded other and more terrifying sounds— 
the sharp crack of pistols and the shrill whistle of bulleti 
overhead. 

"Save your strength, boys," cried Garth. "The hardes 
climbing is yet to come. Dodge behind trees and rocks 
As long as we are out of sight they can't hit us." 

The ravine was now almost on a level with the top oi 
the contracting cliffs, and a moment later the boys saw 
close ahead, a sight that filled their hearts with despair. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

BESIEGED. 

The boys had unwittingly blundered into a cul de sac — 
a place from which there was no outlet. While the two 
walls of rock that framed in the ravine came together like 
the thin end of a wedge, the ravine itself did not end 
level with the tops. It terminated at the foot of a per- 
pendicular cliff, nearly thirty feet high. This barrier ef- 
fectually prevented the boys from gaining the crest of 
the ridge beyond, and descending on the other side of the 
island. Worst of all, it left them at the mercy of their 
foes. 

They understood the situation at a glance, but never- 
theless, with something of the instinct that prompts a 
drowning man to clutch at a straw, they ran on at full 
speed toward the cliff, which was still fifty yards distant. 
The path had now grown steeper and led through a 
coppice of low undergrowth. 

The. pistol-firing suddenly ceased, and a couple of tri- 
umphant shouts rang out. The burglars evidently real- 
ized that they had the boys in a trap. They did not seem 
to be advancing as rapidly as before. 

"What shall we do?" panted Norry. "It's all up with 
us. We can't climb those rocks." 

"We'll be murdered as soon as we are caught," ex- 
claimed Andy. "Can't we hide in these bushes, and then 
slip past the burglars down the ravine? It's our only 
chance." 
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I'm afraid that won't work," replied Garth. "I hav( 
a better plan. We'll make a stand at the foot of the clif 
and fig^ht. The odds are in our favor. We have tw( 
rifles and a shotgun, and we are three against two. Keej 
cool, fellows, and run as fast as you can. We'll sooi 
be there." 

These plucky words gave the boys a glimmer of hope 
They scrambled on through the bushes at their top speed 
It was tough work, for the path was rugged and steep. 

As they drew nearer the cliff they made a discovery tha 
had been overlooked in the first hasty glance. In the faa 
of the rocky wall, midway between base and summit, wa: 
a long, narrow cleft. It was evidently a cavern, and iti 
entrance looked large enough to admit the boys. More 
over, a dead and whitened tree had fallen against the clif 
in such a way that it made a natural ladder to within sev 
eral feet of the cleft. 

Garth's quick instinct grasped the chance of safety thui 
offered. 

"Look there !" he cried. "If we once get into that hol( 
we can stand a long siege. Faster, boys! Be ready t( 
shin up that tree like a cat." 

A lively dash through heavy undergrowth brough 
them to the base of the cliff. Without stopping to listei 
or look for their pursuers, they clambered upon the up 
rooted trunk of the tree, and pulled themselves fron 
branch to branch. 

Garth was the first to reach the slender tip, and climl 
into the mouth of the cave. He turned hastily around 
and gave a helping hand to Andy. Then both draggec 
Norry into the cleft. 

Just at that instant the burglars discovered how th< 
lads had given them the slip. With shouts of baffled rage 
they emptied their revolvers at the spot. Their aim waj 
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wild, and the bullets spattered harmlessly against the 
rocks. 

At the first shot the boys dodged back into the dark- 
ness on hands and knees, for the space did not admit of 
their standing upright. Then they threw themselves flat 
on their stomachs, and in this position they were safe 
from any amount of pistol-firing, since the floor of the 
cavern sloped downward from the mouth at a pretty 
sharp angle. 

"That was an awfully close shave,'* whispered Garth. 
"Ten seconds later would have seen us all shot. I don't 
feel entirely safe yet. Everything is quiet outside, and 
as likely as not the rascals are getting ready to come up 
the tree." 

"If they do we'll give them a warm reception," mut- 
tered Andy. "It's a good thing we held on to our guns." 

As he spoke he cocked his weapon, and trained it on 
the mouth of the cleft. Norry did the same. 

"We don't want to kill anybody, unless we can't help 
it, though," replied Garth. "I'd give a good deal for a 
chance to knock that tree away from the cliff. A couple 
of good blows with a gun-stock would do it. Then our 
fortress would be impregnable. 

"IVe half a mind to try," he added. "Anyway, I'm 
going to take a peep outside and see what's going on. I 
don't like this silence." 

Norry and Andy objected to such a reckless proceed- 
ing, but Garth's determination was immovable. He 
crawled to within a foot of the cavern mouth. Then he 
put his cap on the barrel of his rifle, and pushed it to the 
edge of the cleft. He expected it to be instantly riddled 
with bullets, but not a shot was fired. Either the bur^ 
glars were not looking, or else they saw through the ruse. 

Garth decided in favor of the former. Plucking up 



I04 Besieged. 

courage, he crawled forward until he could look down 
into the ravine. What he saw amply rewarded him for 
his pains. In an open spot several yards beyond the base 
of the tree stood the two burglars, busily engaged in load- 
ing the chambers of their revolvers. They probably ex- 
pected no interference on the part of the boys. They 
quickly realized their mistake when Garth rose to his 
knees and trained his rifle on them. 

**Drop those pistols," he cried, sternly. "Don't either 
of you stir, or Fll put a bullet through you." 

The men were trapped, and they knew it. Still holding 
the weapons, they dropped their arms to their sides. They 
stood still, gazing up at the daring lad with unutterable 
malice. 

Garth kept his rifle pointed steadily at them. 

"Andy, come here with your gun !" he called. "Knock 
the tree away from the rocks, quick!" 

Andy hurried forward, and began the task. The tree 
rested lightly against the cliflF, and with each well-deliv- 
ered blow it slipped sideways. At last a final stroke sent 
it crashing to the ground. 

Hearing the noise, Garth's attention was drawn to the 
spot in spite of himself. It was a brief but fatal lapse. 
When he glanced back again he was just in time to see 
the burglars drop into the bushes and scurry away. They 
were out of sight before he could shoot. . 

The boys prudently dodged into the cavern, and threw 
themselves flat. They were just in time to escape a 
shower of bullets that flattened against the rocky ceiling 
overhead, and sprinkled them with chips of stone and 
lead. 

"Another close call," muttered Garth. "That was well 
done, Andy. I'll defy the scoundrels to get at us now. 
We couldn't be in a safer place." 
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"We're close prisoners, though," replied Norry. "It's 
a pity you let the men get away." 

"I couldn't help it," said Garth, "and, what's more, I'd 
have had to let them go, anyway." 

"We missed a great chance," answered Andy. "Instead 
of knocking the tree aside, Norry and I should have gone 
down and captured the fellows while you had the drop 
on them." 

"That sounds nice," said Garth, laughingly; "but I 
don't think it would have panned out well. In the first 
place we had no ropes to tie the men with, and in the 
second place we could never have marched them down 
the ravine ahead of us. They would have given us the 
sh'p, and rushed down to where the guns are lying. Then 
we would have been as bad off as ever." 

"That's so," assented Andy. 

"Fll tell you where we did make a mistake, though," 
resumed Garth. "If we had had our wits about us when 
we stumbled on the burglars a while ago we would have 
held them up, relieved them of their money and weapons, 
and retreated to the boat. It was a splendid chance, for 
they had just got awake from a sound sleep." 

"Why didn't we do it?" exclaimed Andy, regretfully. 

"We were too badly scared to think of anything but 
getting away," suggested Norry. 

"Yes, that's just it," replied Garth. "It was such a sur- 
prise, you know. Well, there's no use in crying over spilt 
milk. It's too late now to talk of what we might have 
done. Here we are, and here we've got to stay until 
somebody comes to rescue us. I'm worried most of all 
about Clyde. I can't imagine why he fired that shot." 

"Perhaps he was signaling to some vessel," suggested 
Norry. 

"Hardly," replied Andy, "for we told him not to shoot 
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unless the yacht was attacked. His gun may have gone 
off accidentally, though." 

If that's the case, I hope he isn't hurt," said Garth. 
But there's no use in guessing at something we know 
nothing about. All we can do is to fire our guns once in 
a while to let him know that we're in a scrape. If any 
vessel comes near the island he'll be sure to get her at- 
tention, and then we'll be rescued." 

**We may have a good wait," replied Andy, in a dis- 
consolate tone. "I'm hungry and thirsty now." 

"I wish I had the lunch basket," said Norry. "It makes 
me mad to think of the burglars getting all those good 
things. Didn't I hit that fellow a whack?" 

He laughed heartily at the recollection. 

"That's the worst of our fix," replied Garth, "for 
we've got to do without food or water. As like as not 
the burglars will abandon the siege and go down the 
ravine to see how we got on the island. They may even 
pull around to the yacht. But as long as we don't know 
their movements to a certainty it won't be safe for us to 
venture out. They're keeping pretty quiet now, anyhow. 
Suppose we take a look about us, and see what sort of a 
place this cavern is." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

A ^lERY MESSENGER. 

Garth's suggestion offered a change from the tedious 
monotony of the situation. The burglars had made no 
sign for ten minues, and it was quite possible that they 
had left the vicinity. As a wise precaution, however, the 
boys rolled to the verge of the cavern half a dozen large 
stones which were lyin^ about. 

This made a parapet more than a foot high, behind 
which they could safely crouch. Moreover, they could 
look down into the ravine through the crevices. A keen 
scrutiny revealed nothing, nor did the poking out of their 
caps draw a single shot. Thus satisfied that they were 
m no danger, the boys proceeded to examine their place 
of refuge with interest. 

At its mouth the cavern was about eight feet wide and 
four high. These dimensions continued inward for 
twenty feet, and then the passage ended in a circular 
chamber three or four yards in diameter. The roof was a 
dozen feet overhead, and through several crevices shone 
a feeble glimmer of light from the outer air. 

The boys struck matches, and satisfied themselves that 
no passage opened on the chamber except the one by 
which they had entered. They were about to turn back, 
when a sharp, rattling sound fell on their ears. 

Garth sprang to one side, and that instant his compan- 
ions saw the gleaming coils of a snake. 

Before they could arm themselves with stones, the 
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reptile had disappeared. They searched vainly for \t by 
the light of matches, and finally concluded that it had 
slipped into one of the numerous crevices that pierced the 
walls of the chamber. 

*Xet*s get back to daylight," exclaimed Garth. "Fve 
had enough of this place. That jump was all that saved 
me from being bitten." 

"Was it a rattlesnake?" asked Norry, with a shiver. 

"Of course it was," replied Andy. "Didn't you hear it 
rattle?" 

The boys lost no time in crawling back to the cavern- 
mouth, and here they made a discovery which had slipped 
their attention before. They were so high up that they 
could see clear down the ravine, over the tops of the trees 
and undergrowth. 

The lake was visible as far as the distant chain of 
islands, and a strip of the rocky shore on each side of the 
inlet, and even a portion of the inlet itself. 

Norry had the marine glasses slung over his shoulder, 
and with these the boys could make out the very spot 
where their boat was pulled out on the shore. They 
might have seen the boat itself but for the undergrowth. 

"The fleet of steamers that started from Marquette 
can't be many miles away," said Garth. "If any of them 
come by out there on the lake they'll be sure to see the 
wreck of the Micmac, and when they stop to investigate 
we'll draw their attention by shooting." 

"They may pass on the other side of the island," sug- 
gested Andy. 

"If they do, Clyde will make himself seen," replied 
Garth. "And that reminds me that we had better give 
him a couple of shots. I wish I knew what the burglars 
are about. If I was sure they had cut across the island 



A Fiery Messenger. 109 

to attack the yacht it wouldn't take us long to slip down 
the ravine to our boat." 

As Garth spoke, a rifle barrel with a handkerchief on 
the end was poked out of the bushes a few yards down 
from the base of the cliff. It was evidently meant for a 
flag of truce. 

"We want to talk to you fellows," cried a gruff voice. 
"We're acting on the square, and we expect you to do the 
same. Don't be afraid to show yourselves." 

Bidding his companions lie still. Garth rose to his 
knees, rifle in hand. It was a foolish thing to do, but he 
acted, as usual, on first impulse. 

"Here I am," he replied. "What do you want to say?" 

There was silence for an instant or two. Then both 
burglars fearlessly mounted a high, flat rock. 

They had evidently been down to their camp, for one 
was armed with a rifle, and the other with a shotgun. The 
burglar with the mustache had a bloody bandage around 
his left ankle — ^no doubt the result of the gunshot on the 
previous night. The wound must have been trifling, since 
he was not even lame. 

"The detective said the fellow with the mustache was 
Leary," whispered Garth. "His companion's name is 
Fenn." 

It was Leary who spoke first. 

"We want you fellows to come down from there, and 
give up your arms," he said, pleasantly. "We promise on 
our honor to let you go, and not do you any injury." 

"Much obliged," replied Garth ; "but we'd rather stay 
here." 

"You refuse, do you?" growled the burglar. 

He looked intently at Garth, and gave a start of sur- 
prise. 

"By Jove! it's that same young cub who spoilt our 
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game the other night," he said to his companion, in t( 
that reached the boys distinctly. 

Both conversed for a moment in whispers, glan< 
from time to time at the cave in a threatening mannc 

"Get behind the rocks. Garth," warned Andy. "1 
know who you are, and they're mad as hornets." 

But Garth did not like the idea of showing the w 
feather. 

"I've got my eye on them," he replied. "I don't tl 
they'll show any treachery now." 

At that moment Leary faced the cavern. 

"Look here, my young friend, if you won't come dc 
suppose you answer a few questions. How did you 
lows reach this island?" 

He tried to speak calmly, but there was a ring of i 
pressed passion in his voice. 

"We came in a boat," replied Garth. "It's down i 
in the inlet now." 

He made this avowal in the hope of screening the ys 

"We know all about that," answered the burglar ; * 
from what direction did you come, and from what ves 
Don't try to make us believe that you're all alone. W 
is the vessel, and how many are on board?" 

"We came from the direction of the wreck out ; 
der," responded Garth, with truthful evasion. "If 
want to know about the vessel you'll have to find out 
yourselves. You'll likely learn something unpleasant 
fore long." 

The men reddened with passion. 

"No impudence, you cub," snarled Leary. "Y< 
soon change your tune. I know you, and I haven't 
gotten old scores. If you don't tell us what we wan 
know we'll find a way to get you out of that hole, 
when we do we'll murder you on the spot* You have 
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more chance to save yourselves. Will you answer our 
questions? Speak lively." 

"No ; we won't/' stoutly replied Garth. 

For an instant the burglars stood silent and motionless 
on the rock. Then, by a quick movement, they dropped 
into the bushes behind it. 

An instant later a sharp report rang out. 

It was all done so quickly that Garth had not time to 
alter his position. His shrill cry blended with the rifle- 
shot as he fell backward. Norry caught him, and dragged 
him behind the parapet of stones. 

Andy believed that Garth was dead and, in his rage, he 
poked his gun through a crevice and emptied both bar- 
rels at the spot whence the shot had come. No outcry 
followed. The ruffians had probably shifted their posi- 
tion. 

Garth was not seriously hurt, though his escape from 
instant death was miraculous. The ball had grazed the 
side of his head, cutting the hair cleanly away, and yet 
drawing only a drop or two of blood from the scalp. 

"It don't sting much," he said, reassuringly, when the 
boys had examined the wound. "I'm more mad than 
hurt What dastardly treachery that was! It shows 
what sort of fellows we've got to deal with. Lucky for 
us that we're out of reach." 

"You're right it is," assented Andy; "but there's still 
room for improvement." 

He crawled further down the slope behind the parapet, 
and the others followed his example. 

It was well that they did so. A moment later the baf- 
fled burglars opened a brisk fire on the cave with rifles 
and revolvers. Many of the balls struck the roof and 
sides ; others penetrated the crevices of the parapet, and 
whizzed close over the boys' heads. 
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At the end of five minutes the fusillade ceased. For 
half an hour all was silent as the grave. The boys h) 
side by side, bravely uttering no word of complaint, ir 
spite of the hunger and thirst that tormented them. Theii 
throats were dry and parched, and their heads ached diz 
zily. Now and then they rose cautiously for a glanc 
down the ravine. But no sail or steamer's funnel wa 
visible on the lake — only the blue, sunlit stretch of wate 
bounded by the hazy islands in the distance. 

The boys were keenly disturbed by the long silena 
They feared that the burglars were planning some dei 
perate deed of vengeance, yet they had no idea what 
could be. 

Their suspicions were only too well founded. Suddei 
ly a glittering object came whizzing through the caven 
mouth, and landed directly behind Garth. It resemble 
a tin canister, and from one end it emitted a fiery trai 
of sparks. 

The boys sprang to their feet in such haste and alan 
that they bumped their heads against the rocky ceilinj 
The strange missile was already beyond their reach, 
had fallen in such a position that it immediately bega 
to roll down the slope. It reached the verge of the chan 
ber beyond, still spitting out sparks. Then came a tn 
mendous and frightful explosion. 

Great masses of rock thundered into the chamber lil 

an avalanche. Dense volumes of smoke and dust filk 

every crevice and cranny. The concussion dashed tl 

boys to the floor, where they lay for an instant amid 

shower of flakes and debris from overhead, but vague) 

comprehending what had happened. As they staggere 
to their knees, dizzy and stunned, they saw, through t\ 

drifting smoke, the head and shoulders of Leary looi 

into view above the verge of the cavern. 
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IN THE JAWS Oif DEATH. 



The burglars had laid their plans with great cunning 
and foresight, and had the deadly bomb exploded where 
it fell they would have achieved a complete success. 

Taking it for granted that such was the case they 
hastened to gain access to the cavern by a very simple ex- 
pedient. Fenn stepped upon the trunk of the fallen tree. 
Leary mounted his companion's shoulders, and was thus 
able to grasp the edge of the cleft, and pull himself up 
over the rough face of the rock. He expected, at the very 
least, to find the boys stunned and unconscious. Drawing 
himself to a kneeling posture, he peered into the cavern, 
unable to see clearly at first for the drifting smoke. 

But the boys were not caught napping, though with 
one exception they were too confused to realize the new 
peril that confronted them. That exception was Garth. 
He saw Leary, and understood the situation. He knew 
the need of quick action, and his first impulse was to 
shoot the ruffian. But on second thought he shrank from 
such a cold-blooded deed. Reversing his rifle, he crept 
rapidly up the passage on hands and knees. The smoke 
screened his approach, and he came within three feet of 
the intruder before being observed. Then Leary saw 
him. 

Whipping a revolver from his pocket, he took hasty 
aim at the lad and pulled the trigger. 

But Garth was equally quick. Swinging the rifle 
around, he struck up the burglar's arm, and the pistol- 
ball whistled harmlessly down the passage. 
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The lad followed up his advantage by punching him 
in the stomach with the stock of the rifle. The blow was 
forcible, and well dehvered. It knocked the wind out of 
Leary and caused him to lose his balance. 

He tottered backward, and swayed for an instant on 
the brink of the cliff. Then, with a hoarse cry, he disap- 
peared. 

Garth crawled to the parapet, and looked over. The 
burglar had fallen upon his companion, and both were 
lying at the foot of the rocks. They soon scrambled to 
their feet, and the agility with which they vanished in 
the bushes showed that neither was hurt. 

A moment later they poured out a volley of profanity 
and threats, and followed it up by half a dozen futile 
shots. 

Garth prudently rejoined his companions. They had 
witnessed his plucky deed, and overwhelmed him with 
praise. 

On making an examination the boys found that they 
had sustained no severe injuries from the explosion, 
though all were more or less bruised and scratched. They 
felt utterly wretched, however, and to the pangs of hun- 
ger and thirst were added dizziness and aching pains. 

It was some relief to them when the suflFocating smoke 
filtered out through the crevices in the rear of the cavern. 
But the termination of the siege seemed as yet far remote. 
The burglars had shown an intense desire for vengeance, 
and it was not likely that they would let one or two fail- 
ures daunt them. 

"They're bound to kill Andy and me for spoiling their 
game the other night," said Garth. "That's the only way 
I can account for their keeping up the siege. We'll out- 
wit them yet, if we keep our eyes open." 

^'Unless they throw atiolYvex \iorc{^ mVo \5cvfc <:2»N^tti," 
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suggested Andy. "I wonder what sort of an invention 
that was/* 

"I know," replied Norry. "They must have had some 
blasting powder with them — ^the kind they blew the safe 
open with. They put it into that tin pepper canister that 
was in the lunch hamper, and made a fuse. I don't think 
they'll try that over again, because they have no more 
cans." 

"They'll try some other dodge, then," declared Garth. 
"We can make up our minds to that. It will take sharp 
watching to circumvent them." 

It was now past noon, and the sun shone straight down 
into the ravine. For nearly an hour the boys crouched 
behind the parapet, enduring the torments of hunger and 
thirst with grim fortitude. 

It was maddening to gaze on the distant, blue waters 
of the lake ; it was more maddening to see no trace of a 
passing vessel. They were worried about Clyde, too. He 
had made no sign since early morning. Possibly he would 
be rash enough to venture around the island in search of 
his companions. If he did, his capture was certain, and 
moreover it would lead to the discovery of the yacht by 
the burglars. 

The monotony finally grew so irksome that the boys 
would almost have welcomed another explosive bomb as 
a relief. But when something did happen they longed 
for the monotony again. The nature of this new move 
on the part of the besiegers was extremely unpleasant 
and dangerous. 

Without the least warning, a pistol-shot was suddenly 
heard, and the bullet struck the floor of the cavern within 
six inches of Garth's head, spattering him with chips and 
stone. A second shot hit almost in the same place. 

In frantic baste the boys crawled closer to iJcve "^^x^^^. 
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and they had barely done so when a volley of pistol-balls 
in quick rotation pelted the very spot from which they 
had moved. 

"The rascals are firing from some high place," said 
Garth. "They'll soon have our range exactly, and will 
riddle us with bullets. We've got to put a stop to this 
mighty quick." 

"Let's make a rush for the end of the cavern," sug- 
gested Andy. 

"Yes; and get shot down in the attempt," replied 
Norry, dismally. 

"Wait a minute," whispered Garth, who was peering 
through a crevice in the parapet. 

As he spoke another shot was fired, and the ball barely 
missed Andy's shoulder. 

This time Garth spotted the hidden marksman. The 
puff of smoke came from a bushy pine tree that towered 
from a copse of heavy bushes alongside the right hand 
wall of the ravine. 

"Give me the glasses," exclaimed Garth, hurriedly ex- 
plaining the situation. He adjusted them to his eyes, and 
took a short survey through the crevice. 

"One of the burglars — I can't make out which — is be- 
hind the trunk of the tree," he muttered. "He's about 
half-way up. I'll bet I'll fix him. Give me your shot- 
gun, Andy." 

He poked the muzzle of the double-barreled weapon 
through the parapet, took a careful aim, and pulled one 
trigger. A tremendous report followed, and ere the 
smoke cleared away the boys heard a hoarse cry. Then 
the tree shook violently, and a dark object was seen to 
drop into the bushes. 

"I pinked him that time," muttered Garth, in a tone of 
satisfaction. 
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'Tio you think you killed him?" asked Andy, trying 
) repress a shudder. 

"Of course not. Only one arm was exposed. I must 
ave put a couple of buckshot into it, though." 

Dead silence followed the lad's successful shot. The 
iiu-derous ruffians had been taught another lesson, afid 
iemingly no alternative remained to them but to abandon 
le siege. 

The boys fully expected that this would be the next 
tep, but in a short time their hopes were sadly shattered. 
,eary and Fenn had yet a final card to play, and its terri- 
le significance was seen the moment they revealed their 
and. 

Thirty feet down the ravine was a nest of big bowlders, 
le tops of which scarcely peeped above the dense, sur- 
)unding undergrowth. From a point between these 
Dcks there suddenly rose a puff of bluish smoke. It in- 
•eased in volume, and quickly assumed a yellowish 
lack shade. The wind was blowing directly up the ra- 
ine, and, of course, the smoke was immediately sucked 
ito the cavern by the air holes in the roof of the rear 
lamber. 

Not until the stifling, pungent cloud drifted into their 
sry faces did the boys realize their deadly peril. Then 
le conviction that they were doomed to die in the ago- 
ies of suffocation chilled them with horror. 

"The ruffians are piling on dry grass and green stuflF," 
ried Garth. "Unless we can drive them away from 
lere it's all up with us, boys ! Let them have it lively, 
9wr 

Rising above the parapet, side by side, they emptied 
leir guns in the direction from which the smoke came, 
tming as accurately as possible. 

Half a dozen times the^ fired, but the smoke, \i ^xc^- 
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thing, increased in volume and density. The b 
were no doubt safely screened by the rocks, anc 
feed the fire without the slightest risk to themsel 

The boys found a glimmer of hope in the fact th 
could get an occasional breath of fresh air at the 
of the cavern. But this shallow chance was soon si 
away from them. 

The ruffians saw what was going on, and empti( 
revolvers at the cavern. The boys saw the flash 
first shot, and dodged backward just in time to 
the murderous volley that followed. The smoke 
in faster and faster, penetrating every chink and 
of the cavern. There was no eluding it. In vain t] 
crept from side to side. Their eyes smarted and 1 
They gasped fiercely for breath. Already they i 
first sharp agonies of suffocation. 

As a last hope they caught hold of one anoth- 
groped their way blindly down the passage. The 
gered into the chamber, but no relief was here 
dense yellow smoke filled all the space. In their 
they cried aloud, and reeling against the nearest wj 
toppled over in a heap. The death struggle had 



CHAPTER XIX. 

TIMELY RKLIEIP. 

By the merest chance Garth stumbled upon a good- 
sized crevice at the base of the wall. He first felt it with 
his hand^ and then pressed his face against it. His 
struggles for breath at once became easier. A current of 
fresh air seemed to filter through the crevice, dispelling 
the smoke from its immediate neighborhood. 

Garth roused his companions from the semi-stupor that 
had already overpowered them, and gave each a turn at 
the crevice. For a few minutes they lay close together, 
alternately drawing the pure air into their lungs, or press- 
ing their faces against the damp, earthy floor. 

Then the smoke seemed to grow more stifling, and 
their struggles for breath began anew. In vain they 
pressed closer to the crevice. Certain death by suffoca- 
tion stared them in the face. With hands and feet they 
struggled to reach the narrow cleft in the wall. 

Suddenly, when the torment had grown unbearable, 
the smoke seemed to roll away. Garth rose to his knees 
and glanced through the yellow haze toward the entrance 
of the chamber. The passage beyond was light and clear. 

"We are saved!" he cried, hoarsely. "The wind must 
have changed." 

He took hold of his companions and helped them across 
the chamber. 

With parched throats and half-blinded eyes they stag- 
gered up the passage, and dropped behind the parapet. 
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Deep draughts of fresh air put new life into them, anc 
before long they were able to see distinctly. 

No trace of the burglars was visible, and only a thii 
wreath of smoke curled up from the spot where the fin 
had been. 

"Keep out of sight," whispered Garth, "and don't mak" 
any noise. They think we are suffocated by this time, an( 
that's why they have put out the fire. They may be stil 
lurking around somewhere to make sure." 

Just then a shrill whistle was heard at a distance. I 
rang sharply on the afternoon air, and faded away ii 
quavering echoes. The boys instantly forgot prudene 
and caution. Rising to their knees, they glanced eagerl 
down the ravine. What a sight met their eyes! Littl 
wonder that they fell into transports of joy and almoj 
hugged one another. A gallant little steam tug, puffin 
out clouds of smoke from its funnel, was plowing swiftl 
toward the mouth of the inlet. Already it had passed th 
wreck of the Micmac, and was now scarcely two furlong 
from shore. 

"That means our rescue and the capture of the bui 
glars," exclaimed Garth. "The men on the tug mus 
have heard the shooting and seen the smoke. No wonde 
the burglars put out the fire and vanished." 

"But they couldn't see out on the lake from where the 
were," suggested Norry. 

"That's true," admitted Andy. "But I guess the tu: 
whistled once before when we were back in the caven 
Let's get out of this now. I can hardly wait to stretc 
my legs." 

He leaned over the parapet, searching the face of th 
cliff for projections. 

"Hold on there !" cried Garth, dragging him back. "It' 
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not time for that yet. We'd probably stumble on the bur- 
glars if we tried to go down the ravine now." 

"Not much danger," muttered Andy. "I'll bet they 
have climbed over the side of the ravine by this time 
and are looking for a good hiding-place." 

"We can't be sure of it, though," returned Garth. 
"They're quite desperate enough to stand their ground 
and fight. It's the safer plan to stay where we are until 
a party from the tug can land and push up the ravine. 
We'd better fire a salute to let them know how we are 
fixed." 

Andy and Norry admitted the wisdom of Garth's rea- 
soning, and his suggestion was at once carried out. The 
two shotguns and the rifle were fired half a dozen times, 
and the tug responded by blowing off steam. She was 
now plowing her way through the surf, and a moment 
later she rode gallantly into the inlet. 

The deep water permitted her to drop alongside the 
upper shore, and a plank quickly connected the deck with 
a ledge of rocks. 

Half a dozen men hurried across. They halted for a 
moment, looking curiously up the ravine as they exam- 
ined their weapons. 

As the spot was little more than a quarter of a mile 
distant, the boys could see plainly all that was going on. 
Garth desired a closer view, and, taking the glasses from 
Norry, he trained them down the ravine. 

"It's the tugboat Gondola, belonging to John Gibson," 
he announced. "Gibson is there himself, and four of his 
companions are policemen. They are all armed with guns. 
There! they are coming now. Thty have left one man 
on deck, and another is sitting on the rocks." 

Garth was right. As he spoke the little party of five 
vanished in the bushes, evidently on their way up the 
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ravine. The two men left in charge of the Gondola began 
to pace uneasily up and down — one on deck, the other on 
the ledge of rocks. Both were armed with guns. 

The boys watched and waited. Inaction at such a time 
was a severe test of their patience. They longed to climb 
down from the cavern, and hurry to meet the rescuers. 

But Garth was inflexible. 

"It won't do," he said. "Keep cool, and don't get ex- 
cited. The men expect to find the burglars in the ravine, 
and, of course, they will advance very slowly and cau- 
tiously." 

"They'll be sadly fooled," muttered Andy. "The rascals 
have cleared out to some other part of the island long 
before this." 

"Perhaps they'll find the yacht and capture it," sug- 
gested Norry, uneasily. 

Garth said nothing. He did not agree with his com- 
panions. He believed that the burglars were still in the 
vicinity, bent on making a desperate resistance. 

Fifteen minutes went by in profound silence. Not even 
a bird chirped. The wind had fallen, and not a leaf or 
limb stirred in the dead calm. Where were the burglars? 
Where was the grim little band of police? Surely the 
latter were more than half-way to the cave, despite their 
slow and cautious advance. 

The boys fairly held their breath, expecting every in- 
stant that the silence would be shattered by the sounds of 
deadly strife. 

Another minute slipped by — ^then another ; and another. 

"Something just occurred to me," whispered Garth. 
"Suppose those ruffians should hide along the side of the 
ravine and escape discovery. When the other party had 
gone by they could slip down to the inlet and capture the 
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tug. It was a foolish thing to leave only two men in 
charge.** 

Surely it was a touch of prophecy that moved Garth to 
speak. Instinctively all eyes glanced over the tree tops to 
the mouth of the ravine. Here all was peaceful. The 
man on the rocks sat with his face turned toward the tug, 
evidently chatting with his companion on deck. 

But the next instant a startling and amazing thing 
happened. The scene changed so quickly that the horri- 
fied boys could scarcely believe the evidence of their own 
eyes. 

From the dense bushes sprang Leary, the burglar, and, 
with a bound like a tiger, he had the nearest guard by 
the throat. Fenn came directly behind him, and, rais- 
ing his gun, he took aim at the man on deck. The latter's 
weapon went up like a flash, and the two reports blended 
into one. When the smoke lifted the burglar was seen 
to be unhurt. His victim lay in a motionless heap on 
deck. 

Meanwhile Leary was having a desperate struggle with 
the other guard. Fenn hurried quickly to his comrade's 
assistance, and between them they speedily clubbed the 
poor fellow into unconsciousness with the stocks of their 
guns. He sank back on the rocks, and ceased to strug- 
gle. 

Both burglars now dashed into the bushes, and emerged 
an instant later with the leather bags of money. They 
boarded the tug, and pulled the plank after them. They 
stumbled over the body of the man whom Fenn had shot, 
and, lifting him in their arms, they deliberately tossed 
him over the rail into the water. Then they disappeared 
below deck. 

The whole bloodthirsty affair was over in much less 
time than it takes to tell. Of course, the two shots in- 
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stantly apprised the party up the ravine of what a 
taking place. By that time they had covered two-thi 
of the distance to the cave. Their location was m; 
known by hoarse shouts and the trampling of unc 
growth, as they turned and sped down the ravine. 

The boys joined in with lusty cries, and hastily tear 
away the parapet they looked for some safe means 
dropping to the ground. But their scrutiny was v< 
The cliff was smooth and steep, and offered no footh 
whatever. 

They must either stay where they were, or risk 
and limb by dropping fifteen feet. Directly beneath th 
were rocks and the trunk of the tree. The latter brist 
with jagged, broken-off limbs. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE THEM OF THE GONDOLA. 

To be caged up at such a time as this was terribly pro- 
voking to the boys. Their impatience knew no bounds. 
They heard a shrill whistle and saw the Gondola beat- 
ing her way out of the inlet with constantly increasing 
speed. The burglars evidently understood their business 
well. As yet not one of the pursuers had reached the 
shore. 

Garth solved the problem of escape just as his com- 
panions were about to risk injury by jumping. He dis- 
covered a narrow ledge a little to one side of the right- 
hand extremity of the cleft, and two or three feet be- 
low it. 

Directly beneath was a thick clump of bushes. 

He managed to reach the ledge and gain a steady foot- 
mg on it. Andy and Norry passed the guns to him, and 
he threw them to the ground, a few feet beyond the 
bushes. Then he swung from the ledge and dropped, 
landing lightly and safely in the bushes. His companions 
successfully followed his example. 

The boys were overjoyed to find themselves released 
from their long and irksome captivity. Picking up their 
guns, they started down the ravine as fast as their 
cramped legs could carry them. Their pace was awk- 
ward, and they had frequent falls. They reached the 
camp of the burglars, but stopped only long enough to 
satisfy themselves that the lunch hamper was empty, and 
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that no articles of any particular value had been left be- 
hind. 

Their stiffened muscles were relaxing now, and as they 
pushed on at a faster pace they heard a rapid exchange 
of shots, mingled with loud cries. Their impatience made 
the balance of the way seem interminably long, but the 
mouth of the ravine drew near at last. 

All was silent as they plunged through the bushes to 
the shore of the inlet. They were amazed to find the spot 
deserted and both boats gone. But when they looked out 
on the lake the mystery was readily explained. The 
Gondola was nearly a mile distant, and beating rapidly 
to the north-east, under full steam. A second steam tug 
had meanwhile arrived from the opposite direction, and 
now lay a quarter of a mile out from the inlet. It was 
waiting on the crew of the Gondola, who had appropri- 
ated the two boats, and were pulling toward the tug with 
lusty strokes. They had with them the men whom the 
burglars had clubbed, and also the body of the one who 
was shot. 

The boys shouted, and waved their hands, but all to 
no purpose. 

The two boats soon swung alongside the tug, and the 
men clambered on board with their helpless burdens. 

Then the boats were cast adrift, and almost instantly 
the tug started in pursuit of the Gondola, whistling shrilly 
and puffing out volumes of smoke. Her passengers paid 
little or no attention to the boys. They knew that the 
two burglars — and the money as well — ^were on board the 
runaway tug. Nothing else concerned them at present. 

"Well, I must say that's a mighty cool proceeding," 
exclaimed Garth. "Still, I don't blame them. What else 
could they do?" 

"The^p^Jhave a sweet time overtaking the burglars/' 
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said Andy. "I don't believe they can do it at all, for the 
Gondola is the fastest tug around Marquette." 

"Yes, she has that reputation," assented Garth. "We're 
out of a bad scrape, anyway; and now we had better 
hurry around the island, and let Clyde know that we are 
safe." 

"While we have the chance we may as well take some 
of the Micmac's stores with us," suggested Andy. "It 
will save us the trouble of coming back again." 

"How can we get the stuff on board the Yolande with- 
out a boat?" asked Norry. "We'll have to swim out to 
her ourselves." 

"I was just thinking of that," replied Garth. "I don't 
care a rap about the bateau, but we ought to recover the 
skiff. In fact we've got to do it, for nine times out of 
ten the yacht can't run close enough to shore to make a 
landing. Look! the boats have drifted in a little. I've 
got an idea. Just watch me." 

He hurriedly began to strip off his clothes. His com- 
panions divined his purpose and tried to dissuade him 
from such a risky venture. They did not exaggerate 
the danger, since the waters of Lake Superior are icily 
cold, even in midsummer. 

But Garth laughed at their fears. He was a strong 
swimmer, and had the utmost confidence in his powers. 

He plunged head-first into the mouth of the inlet, and 
rose to the top within a few feet of the surf. He gallantly 
breasted his way through, and then swam on with easy 
strokes over the comparatively calm water. The boys 
watched him with keen anxiety, and when he reached 
the skiff and clambered over the side they cheered aloud. 

The return trip was quickly and easily made. Hard 
rowing was just what Garth needed to restore the circu- 
lation to his chilled limbs. He pulled the boat into the 
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harbor, and dragged it out on the rocks. Then he 
on his clothes as coolly as though he had done 
out of the common. 

Without further delay, the boys hurried up th( 
and loaded themselves with the most desirable 
stores that had been abandoned by the burglars- 
tackle, tinned fruits, and a roll of blankets. T 
turned to the boat, and pulled gladly away fr 
neighborhood where they had spent so many w 
hours, and had had so many narrow escapes fron 

When they reached the head of the island, t 
tugboats were but faintly visible on the horizon, 
all appearances, the distance between them had : 
sened. 

Five minutes more of steady rowing brought 1 
lande into view. The boys were rejoiced to lea 
Clyde was all right. He waved his cap at them t 
deck, and they responded with lusty shouts. 

A short time later they swung alongside and cla 
aboard. They pulled the skiff on deck with rop 
then followed a lively five minutes of congratulati< 
excited questions. 

When the tumult had subsided, the long-abse 

told their thrilling story, and the audience of one 

with rapt attention. Clyde had little to narrate 

turn. Through all the weary hours he had pa< 

deck constantly, a prey to indescribable mental t< 

He was tempted more than once, he declared, t 

to shore and cross the island in search of his c 

ions. 

He easily explained the gunshot which had 1 

boys into the fatal trap. He slipped on the deck, 

weapon exploded when it fell from his arms. 

By^J^ time everything was told it was four 
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and the steam tugs had now utterly vanished from sight. 
This was a matter of little importance to the famished 
boys. They sat down to a hearty meal, and ravenously 
ate everything within reach. 

When all appetites had been satisfied, and the dishes 
deared away, the boys held a long discussion on deck, 
and considered various plans and propositions. As usual, 
Garth had the best suggestion to offer. 

"There's no use in starting now," he said. "Norry, and 
Andy, and I are completely worn out, and we couldn't 
do our part of the work. Suppose we all take a good 
night's sleep, and get under way early in the morning. 
We'll steam to the south-east, and pick up what news we 
can about the burglars. Then we'll go right on to On- 
tario and make arrangements for the camping trip. It 
will be useless to waste time and labor over the Micmac. 
She's about worthless now, anyway, and will have to be 
abandoned." 

Garth's motion was carried without a dissenting word. 
Shortly after sunset the boys were in bed, and they slept 
soundly until break of day. When they came on deck 
not a vessel was in sight — z natural circumstance, since 
Bear Island lay out of the beaten track. 

After breakfast the fire was started, and by eight 
o'clock the Yolande was steaming swiftly to the north- 
east. 



CHAPTER XXL 

ON CANADIAN SOIL. 

The boys keenly appreciated the pleasure and novelty 
of the situation as they cruised for mile after mile to the 
northeast. There was enough work and responsibility tc 
keep them constantly on the move, but they rather en- 
joyed it, since the night's sleep had thoroughly recruitec 
their strength. 

They made sure, by careful study of chart and compass 
that they were on the right track. Their goal was the 
distant and mysterious land of Ontario. Their adventure 
with the burglars already seemed an episode of the din 
past. 

There was one thing to mar their enjoyment. Sooi 
after Bear Island had faded from view the lowering 
clouds discharged a damp fog, which settled thickly oi 
the lake and rendered navigation not a little perilous. Thi 
was followed by rain and a stiff breeze. But in spite o 
adverse elements the Yolande steadily pursued her course 
course. 

No vessel of any kind was sifted until an hour afte 
midday. Then a steam tug loomed out of the fog clos« 
ahead. It slowed up, and made signals to tne Yolande 

The latter craft slackened speed, and managdi witl 
some difficulty to run alongside. The tug prov^to b 
the same ^ich had started from Bear Island ii^,pursui 
of the Gondola on the previous afternoon. '^ 

The boys told their story, and were given, in retun 
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the latest news concerning the burglars. This was not 
of an encouraging nature. 

"Fm afraid the rascals will get clean away," said Gib- 
son, the owner of the lost Gondola. "You see, after we 
gave you chaps the lurch last evening — ^and I reckon you 
don't blame us — we held our own in the race purty well 
until sundown. Then the scamps put out all lights, and 
the Gondola disappeared. We ran on through the night, 
and about four o'clock this morning we met the steamer 
Firefly with Mr. Cudlip and Detective Sharp on board. 
We had a talk with them, and the result was that we 
turned about and headed for Marquette. You see, we 
have a wounded man on board, and he needs medical at- 
tention. The Firefly pushed on after the Gondola, but 
I don't think there's a ghost of a chance of overtaking 
her. The fog is a good thing for the burglars, and, as like 
as not, they'll reach the north coast of Ontario and escape 
to the woods. I suppose I'll recover the Gondola, but I'd 
a heap rather lose the tug and see the burglars caught. 
They're a bloodthirsty pair of villains." 

"They think no more of murder than of robbery. 
Didn't they shoot one of your men?" 

"Yes ; but there's a chance of his getting over it," re- 
plied Gibson. "We fished him out of the water before he 
had time to drown. His clothes caught on a rock and 
sort of held him up. The fellow that was clubbed is as 
spry as a cricket this morning — ^barrin' an ugly head- 
ache and a heap of bruises." 

"I'm glad to hear it," said Garth. "I was afraid both 
men were as good as dead." 

.. "There's one thing I don't quite understand," put in 
Andy. "How does it come that all the pursuing ves- 
sailed right past Bear Island when the burglars were 
lose Jby ?" 
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"Oh, that was on account of a false clew !" replied G 
son. "An incoming vessel met the fleet soon after tl 
cleared Marquette harbor, and reported seeing a sj 
boat due northaest early that morning. We crowded 
all steam, thinking it must be the Micmac. The Fire 
overhauled her late that evening, and she turned out 
be a fisherman's boat that had been blown out to sea 
the storm. So all our trouble went for nothing, and 
had to turn back and begin the search over again, ] 
a pity we didn't reach Bear Island a little sooner." 

As every moment of delay endangered the life of 
wounded man, the boys hurried below and each wrot 
short letter to his parents. The missives were handed 
Gibson, who promised to deliver Garth's and Andy's 
person, and to post the other two at Marquette. 

With a hearty exchange of good wishes the vesj 
swung apart — ^the tug vanishing in the fog in one dir 
tion while the Yolande receded in the other. 

The boys now felt that the last link which connec 
them with the bank robbery was severed. The future \ 
a rosy vista of sport with rod and gun and canoe. It \ 
well, perhaps, that their bright anticipations were 
marred by the shadow of the perils that awaited then: 
the destination whither they were speeding so swiftl} 

All afternoon the Yolande steamed forward throi 
fog and rain, and cutting blasts. 

An anchorage for the night was found on the lee s 
of an island, and the boys were refreshed by supper < 
long hours of sleep. Indeed, they slumbered far into 
next day, and it was not until noon that they resun 
the cruise. The rain had ceased, and there was little wi 
The fog still drooped thickly over the lake, though oc 
sional gleams of sunshine told of a clear sky overhead, 
the yacht sped on for hour after hour, the boys grew m 
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eager and excited. Chart and compass indicated the near 
presence of land. 

"I wish the fog would lift," exclaimed Garth, petulantly. 
"We could see the coast then, Fm sure." 

"Where are we, anyway?" called Clyde, from his post 
at the wheel. 

"As nearly as I can tell," replied Garth, ''we are within 
half a dozen miles of Michipicoten on the east shore of 
the lake. We had better run more slowly, for there are 
dangerous rocks and ledges hereabouts." 

Accordingly the speed of the Yolande was moderated, 
and the boys kept a sharp lookout. 

There was probably some error in Garth's calculations, 
for two hours slipped by without a sight of the hoped- 
for land. About four o'clock a breeze sprung up and 
dispelled the fog. The feathery wreaths soon curled 
away from the water, and the boys were delighted to see 
the misty green outlines of the coast seven or eight miles 
to the eastward. The view was a tantalizingly brief one, 
for while they gazed with longing eyes a change of wind 
brought the fog downward again. 

Under the circumstances it would have been the wisest 
plan to keep away from the coast until the following 
morning, when a landing could have been made in day- 
light and with comparative safety. But the boys were 
impatient to escape from the yacht, and, moreover, they 
did not realize the danger they were running. They 
steamed on at a slow rate of speed, and the very audacity 
of the act carried them safely through the scattered shoals 
and reefs. They were surprised and delighted when, at 
stmset, a break in the fog showed that the Yolande had 
unconsciously entered a deep, calm bay about half a mile 
wide. It seemed to run inland to a point, and the shores 
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north and south of it were heavily timbered with piin 
trees. 

The boys steered the yacht to within several hundre( 
feet of the north shore — ^as close as they dared venture 
Then they dropped anchor, extinguished the fire in th 
engine-room, and prepared a hasty supper. In spite o 
their excitement they did full justice to the meal. 

When they went on deck it was quite dark. The breez 
had carried away every trace of the fog, and the star 
shone from a clear sky. The air was fragrant with deli 
cious, piney odors. 

"This beats anything I've ever known," exclaime 
Norry. "I hate the idea of spending another night i 
that hot, stuflFy cabin. Let's pitch the tent on shore an- 
sleep under canvas." 

"Just as you fellows say," replied Garth. "We'll onl 
have the trouble of carrying the things back to the yachi 
for in the morning we've got to fire up and hunt fo 
Michipicoten. We've made some blunder in our reckon 
ing, and I haven't the least idea where the settlement is. 

Further discussion of the question was cut short by 
shrill cry from Andy: 

"There's Michipicoten, I'll bet ans^thing. It can't b 
more than a mile away, either." 

He pointed excitedly to a flickering red glow that wa 
visible to the northward over the tops of the trees. 

The boys hailed the discovery with eager exclamation? 
The light was certainly close by. It seemed to be jus 
beyond the timber. 

"You're right, Andy," cried Garth. "That must be th 
settlement. The red glare is made by the camp fires t 
front of the Indian lodges. We steered a pretty straigb 
course, after all." 

"I'd like to visit the place to-night," said Norry. "Ther 
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must be lots of interesting things to be seen there — O jib- 
way Indians, and Canadian trappers and fishermen, and 
wigwams, and birch canoes. If it wasn't so dark we could 
get up steam and cruise around the bay in less than no 
time." 

"I can tell you an easier way than that," exclaimed 
Garth. "Let's pull to shore in the skiflf, and cut through 
the woods. There's no time to spare, for it's almost nine 
o'clock now. I'm mighty anxious to see that place my- 
self, to tell the truth." 

Garth's desire was not more ardent than that of his 
companions. The suggestion was received with hearty 
cheers, and preparations for the start were at once begun. 
Lowering the skiff, the boys tumbled in and pulled swiftly 
to the shore. With strange and thrilling emotions they 
put foot for the first time in their lives upon Canadian 
soil. Dragging the boat into the bushes they entered the 
forest in single file. Garth leading the way with a lighted 
lantern. With a view to protection against possible wild 
animals they had armed themselves with guns. 

The path was up hill and down. It was very rugged, 
and encumbered with frequent rocks and fallen trees and 
dense clumps of bushes. 

After traveling at least a mile the boys concluded that 
they had slightly miscalculated the location of the light. 
They had made no mistake in the direction, for they 
could hear at a distance the steady pounding of the surf 
on the coast. 

At length Garth halted, and faced his companions. 

"Shall we turn back or keep on ?" he exclaimed. "The 
settlement may be two or three miles away. The light of 
^^Jitt is very deceptive at night. I didn't think of that 
when we started." 
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"Let's climb a tall tree," exclaimed Andy. "Th; 
give us our bearings. Unless the settlement is r 

close I'm in favor of turning back/* 

This suggestion seemed a good one, but before th 

could carry it out something occurred that drove tt 

from their minds and chilled them with sharp and s 

fear. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

A PEEP INTO WONOERIANO. 

The rustle of the breeze and the faint booming of the 
surf were suddenly eclipsed by shrill and husky yells, the 
vociferous barking of dogs, and an accompanying salute 
of sharp reports that were evidently pistol-shots. 

The tumult came from no great distance, and swelled 
through the forest in successive low and high cadence. 
As the startled boys listened the sounds subsided to a 
barely distinguishable murmur; then they suddenly rose 
again — ^this time without the pistol-shots. 

"There's bloody work going on back yonder," cried 
Garth. "A riot must have broken out, or a quarrel be- 
tween the Indians and Canadians." 

"Then we had better steer clear of the place," said 
Andy. "IVe seen enough lively times in the last few days 
to last me a lifetime." 

"Perhaps it's not a riot, after all," suggested. Clyde. 
"The shooting has stopped. They may be having some 
sort of a celebration or Indian festival. If I thought that 
was it^ I wouldn't miss it for a good deal." 

"There's only one way to find out^" said Garth. "If 
you fellows want to push on, I'm with you. But I won't 
shoulder the blame if we tumble into a scrape, under- 
stand." 

The boys did want to push on, and they were quite 
willing to exonerate Garth from any responsibility. 

They started at once, spurred to extra speed by the 
howling of men and' dogs that still rose on the night air. 
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The path grew more rugged and obstructed, and the 
light thrown out by the one lantern was not sufRcient to 
guide the boys clearly. More than once they blundered 
into trees, or barked their shins on unseen stones. 

Finally Garth took a header into a clump of bushes, and 
the lantern flew so forcibly from his hand that it struck a 
tree and went out. 

Are you hurt?" cried the boys, in concert. 

No," replied Garth, in a tone that belied his words. 
"That is, Vm only bruised a little. Confound such a 
beastly path, anyway." 

He groped his way forward, and quickly gave vent to 
a cry of disappointment. 

"Worse luck, boys! The lantern is smashed, and the 
oil has all leaked out. What are we going to do? Who 
has a match?" 

I haven't," replied Norry. 

Nor I," added Clyde and Andy. 

And I'm in the same box," declared Garth. "What 
stupid blockheads we were not to bring any along. We 
can't find our way back to the yacht in the dark, that's 
certain." 

"And it won't be much easier to reach the settlement," 
said Andy. "Go ahead, though. Let's get out of this 
pitchy black place. It makes me feel creepy." 

Just then a shrill, rasping noise was heard directly over- 
head, and the boys involuntarily uttered cries of fright. 

"Bah ! it's only a screech-owl," exclaimed Garth, husk- 
ily. "We might have known it. Come on, now, and stick 
close by me ! We had better, take hands." 

This was fumblingly done, but before a single step 
could be taken a violent rustling was heard in the forest 
a few yards to the right. This was ahnost more than 
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human endurance could stand, and the boys crowded and 
jostled against one another for protection. 

The rustling was heard again, and with it a wheezing 
sound. 

"It's some hungry wild beast/' said Norry, nervously. 
"I'm sure it's going to spring." 

"I'll fix it," muttered Andy. "Stand aside, you fel- 
lows. It will be a blind shot in the darkness, but it's 
our only chance." 

He drew back the hammer of his gun, and waited for 
a repetition of the sound. 

"No, you don't," interposed Garth. "You'll only 
wound the creature, and make it desperate. When I say 
'now,' all of you yell at the top of your voices." 

He stooped down and fumbled in the bushes till he 
found a good-sized stone. He threw it in the direction 
of the alarming noise, and it fell with a dull crash. 

"Now !" he cried, and instantly four voices sent a lusty 
yell through the forest. 

As the echo died away a fierce snort was heard, fol- 
lowed by pattering footsteps that grew fainter and fainter. 
The beast had evidently been frightened into a hasty re- 
treat. 

"We're safe for the present," said Garth, in a satisfied 
tone; "but the creature may sneak back after us. I 
wouldn't go on through these woods for a small fortune. 
It's so dark I can't see three feet in front of me." 

"Do you intend to stay here all night?" asked Norry, 
in sudden alarm. "If you do, Fm going to climb a tree 
and roost in the branches." 

"No; my idea is this," replied Garth, laughingly. 
"We'll strike for the coast, and follow it up until we 
come to the settlement. That will be the shortest way 
oat of the woods." 
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This just suited the boys. Without delay they started 
oflf,. guided by the incessant nunble of the surf. 

The faint brawling of men and dogs still came to their 
ears, but it was too far off to aflford them more than a 
grain of comfort. Hand in hand, they crept forward in 
a struggling file over rocks, and sttunps, and trailing 
vines, and thorn bushes. Garth, who was in the lead, 
bore the brunt of the collisions without a murmur, but ^ 
many a groan and grumble escaped his companions. 

"Will this never end ?" cried Norry, losing patience and - 
temper as he banged sideways against a tree. 

"Keep a stiff upper lip," replied Garth, cheerily. 
"We're almost there. Don't you hear the breakers? 
There must be open ground just ahead, for I can see 
a streak of light." ^ 

They pushed on with fresh hope, and a moment later V 
a dense copse of bushes caused them to break hands and 
thread their way singly through the maze. 

Andy, finding an easy route, outdistanced his compan- 
ions. Suddenly he uttered a sharp cry and disappeared. 
The next instant a prodigious splash was heard, and the 
air rang with loud appeals for help. 

The boys dashed forward, and found themselves on a 
flat, narrow ledge that overlooked an arm of the lake, ^ 
and with the greatest difficulty they pulled up short on t 
the very brink. 

In the deep water ten feet below was Andy's bobbing 
head. He was kicking and splashing vigorously* 

"Do your best, old fellow," cried Garth, a9 he stripped 
off his coat. "I'll be with you in a second." 

"I'm all right," spluttered Andy. "Stay where you 
are. I see a way out of this." 

He proved the assertion by swimming with labored 
Strokes to one side of the little bay. His companions 
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made a detour through the trees and found an easy path 
down the slope. They gained the spot in time to help 
Andy out on the beach. 

"Much obliged," he panted, as he shook himself like a 
drenched dog. "I was in such a hurry that I didn't see 
that confotmded ledge. Ugh! but I'm cold I I wish 
there was a blazing fire right here. I'll have to run to 
keep warm." 

"Come ofl, then," replied Garth. "We've got the open 
coast to travel on now, and it won't take long to reach 
the settlement." 

"Hold on! I've lost my gun," exclaimed Andy. "It 
must be in fifteen feet of water, but I think I can get 
it by diving." 

"Bother the gun!" muttered Clyde. "There are extra 
ones on the yacht. You couldn't recover it, anyway." 

"All right," said Andy. "I'm not over anxious to 
dive into that icy water. Here goes for the settlement." 

He led his companions around the angle of the bay on 
a trot, and thence up the rocky coast, on which the foamy 
waves were breaking in a monotonous chant. 

Half a mile was soon covered, and now a low bluff, 
jutting into the lake, loomed out of the night a short dis- 
tance off. It was timbered with tall trees, and over their 
nodding crests the sky was stained with the glow of 
camp-fires. The air was tinctured with resinous smoke, 
and voices — some maudlin, others angrily gruff — ^mingled 
with the howling of dogs. 

A short cut midway over the bluff brought the boys 
to the further side. They found themselves in a spacious 
bay, and within gaze of a strange and fascinating scene. 
They stood stock still, lost in wonder and delight. 

It was as though a whirlwind had dropped them with- 
out warning on some far-away continent. 
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Fifty feet distant, and separated by merely a fringe 
scrub bushes, was a broad, semi-circular beach slopii 
gently from the borders of the pine forest to the wate: 
edge. A few yards out in the harbor lay a bunch 
white-sailed fishing-boats, and closer inland the ti 
waves lapped the sides of a fleet of birchen canoes. 

Midway up the beach was scattered a picturesque gro 
of tents, lodges, log-cabins, and a single one-storied f rai 
house. From the latter streamed a bright light, and o^ 
its roof floated the flag of the Hudson Bay Compai 
Doubtless it was the general store presided over by 1 
company's agent. 

The store seemed the focus of attraction, for arou 
it surged a noisy throng of Indians and white men. 1 
latter were true types of the Canadian woodsmen — ^gau 
muscular fellows with unkempt hair and bronzed chee 
Plainly they had been drinking and holding high reve 
in the rude and boisterous manner that is their wo 
Their staggering -gait and thick, maudlin voices told 
present intoxication. 

Here and there blazed camp-fires, and about them i 
little groups of Indians smoking in stolid and unes 
silence. The ruddy glare shone on bundles of furs a 
heaps of game. Mangy-looking dogs prowled from pk 
to place, hungrily snifling the sand. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE RESCUE OF TOBOGGAN. 

For several minutes the boys feasted their eyes on the 
strange spectacle, too absorbed for speech. Andy shiv- 
ered in his wet clothes, and finally broke the silence. 

"I wish I was beside one of those camp-fires," he said. 
"I would fairly hug it." 

"I'm a little doubtful about venturing out," replied 
Clyde. "We may get roughly handled. Don't you re- 
member those pistol-shots? There was a fight going on 
a while ago, and another one may begin at any minute." 

"That's right," assented Garth. "I don't like the looks 
of things. The trappers are drunk and ill-humored, and 
the Indians are plainly afraid of them. The agent must 
be a cowardly fellow, or he would close his place up." 

"He don't seem to be selling any whisky," said Clyde. 
"The men probably brought that with them." 

"Very likely," replied Garth. "They all have bottles. 
By the way, fellows, this isn't Michipicoten, after all. It 
was described to me as a very different sort of a place, 
and a much larger one." 

"What is it, then?" asked Norry. 

"I don't know," Garth answered. "At least I don't 
know the name. It is one of the Hudson Bay Company's 
trading-posts, for that is their flag hoisted over the store. 
Michipicoten can't be very far away." 

"Well, I wish you fellows would make up your minds 
what you are going to do," said Andy. "After coming 
this far it would be idiotic to go back." 
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Just then the vexed question was disposed of in a sud- 
den and stunmary manner. One of the Indian dogs — 
a gaunt, wolfish brute — scented the hidden lads, and 
rushed toward them with loud barking. 

Of course, this attracted the attention of the Indians 
and trappers. One of the latter, no doubt intoxicated, 
drew a pistol and fired into the bushes. 

The boys had no alternative but to show themselves, 
and this they did very hastily, fearing that more shots 
might be fired. 

Driving the dog before them, they advanced through 
the bushes to the open beach. The Indians held aloof, 
but the trappers surrounded the new-comers and plied 
them with questions. They patted and jostled them fa- 
miliarly, and, in a spirit of good comradeship, tendered 
them a number of black bottles. The situation assumed 
an embarrassing phase, for no greater offense can be 
given a Canadian woodsman than to refuse to drink with 
him. 

Happily the agent came forward just then — sl tall, 
bronzed man with a sandy beard and a slight Scotch 
accent. 

"Here, what are yow doing, boys?" he said roughly, 
addressing the trappers. "Don't, you see that these are 
young chaps? They don't want your fire water, l^t 
them alone." 

Bidding the lads follow him, he led them apart from 
the throng and up to the store. 

Garth explained the situation in a few words, and in- 
troduced his companions. The agent gave each a hearty 
handshake. 

"I'm glad to see you," he said. "Michipicoten is ten 
miles further up the coast, but I can readily procure 
you a good guide, and you couldn't find a better point 
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from which to start up country. The name of this post is 
Blue Rock, and we deal mostly with the O jib ways, whose 
village you see here. You arrived at a bad time, I'll 
admit. These drunken fellows came down here from 
Michipicoten on a lark, and they're only waiting on a 
pretext to quarrel with the Indians. I wish I could get 
rid of them, but there's not much likelihood of that as 
long as their whisky lasts. They won't get a drop from 
me — ^that's certain." 

"Perhaps we had better go back to our yacht," sug- 
gested Garth. 

"No; that won't be necessary," replied the agent. 
"Since you are here, you may as well stay. Your com- 
panion can dry his clothes at any of those fires. There's 
one man I advise you to steer clear of. That's him now 
— ^the one looking this way with the red shirt on." 

Glancing in the designated direction, the boys saw a 
tall, brawny man with a sallow complexion and deeply 
sunken, black eyes. His face was clean shaven, and its 
outlines indicated a brutal and merciless nature. He was 
evidently under the influence of liquor, and, as he talked 
to several of his companions, he frequently put a black 
bottle to his lips. 

"His name is Tig Carteret," resumed the agent. "He's 
a half-breed, and I suppose that's why he hates the In- 
dians so badly. He's a splendid trapper and woodsman, 
but he has the disposition of a devil— especially when 
he's in his cups. To-night he is at his worst, and I'm 

keeping a close watch on him. I don't think he'll try 
to molest you chaps ; his ill-temper is all for the Indians. 
There's one Ojibway here whom he has a grudge against, 
but I'm glad to see that the fellow is keeping himself out 
of sight. By the way, he's just the party you want for 
a guide, if you can get him. He's thoroughly reliable, 
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and knows every inch of the province, I verily believe. 
His name is Kobagwan, but the trappers have shortened 
it to Toboggan." 

At that moment the agent was called into the store 
by his clerk — a middle-aged man who looked like a half- 
breed. 

The boys wisely resolved to give Mr. Tig Carteret a 
wide berth. They made a detour, and gained the nearest 
camp-fire to the edge of the beach. It happened to be 
deserted at the time, and they took full possession. 

They stood around the blaze for a few minutes, chat- 
ting in low tones and keeping an eye on the upper part 
of the beach. Carteret was invisible, and his companions 
were sprawled here and there on the sand in little groups. 
Most of the O jib ways seemed to have retired to their 
lodges, for the hour was long past midnight. 

"What are we going to do next?" asked Clyde. "I 
don't suppose we want to spend the night here." 

"No; we had better go back to the yacht," answered 
Garth. "The agent will lend us a lantern, if we ask him. 
You know we'll have to bring the Yolande up here in the 
morning, anyhow." 

"So we will," assented Clyde. "Are you dry yet, 
Andy?" 

"Pretty nearly. But don't let me detain you. I'm 
willing to start right now." 

*^We'll give you another minute or two, Andy," said 

Garth. "You may as well finish Hullo ! look there, 

fellows !" 

All eyes followed Garth's outstretched arm. An Indian 
had emerged from one of the lodges, and was now making 
his way down the beach. He avoided the fires, and chose 
the shadowy spots. He passed within twenty feet of 
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the boys, and they saw that he was tall and well-formed, 
and about thirty years of age. 

The Indian's attire was picturesque and becoming. He 
wore a broad slouch hat, a red shirt, and trousers and 
jacket of buckskin gayly fringed with feather trimming. 
His straight, black hair hung thickly on his shoulders, 
and in each ear was a golden ring. 

With soft, cat-like tread the warrior gained the water's 
edge, and, casting a hasty glance behind him, he bent 
over a canoe that lay partly on the beach. He lifted it 
with ease, and shoved it noiselessly into the water. 

The boys were so absorbed that they did not hear ap- 
proaching footsteps. A shadow darkened the sand, and 
they looked up to see the agent beside them. 

"Interested, eh?" he remarked. "Well, that's Tobog- 
gan down there. I'm sending him to Michipicoten with 
a message, and it's just as well that he should be out of 
the way. Carteret has been prowling among the lodges 
in search of him^ and vows that he'll kill the redskin 
on sight. The ruffian has drank enough liquor to in- 
toxicate ten men, but he don't show it much. His com- 
panions are in the next stage to helplessness." 

As the agent spoke, a scuffling noise was heard up the 
beach, and the next instant a tall figure came leaping 
over the sand, uttering hoarse and maudlin cries. 

It was Tig Carteret, and he had caught a glimpse of 
his long-sought enemy. His face glowed with the 
ferocity of a wild beast as he passed the fire like a streak. 

"The infernal ruffian!" exclaimed the agent. "Why 
didn't his companions hold him? Luckily they took his 
gun from him, and that gives Toboggan a chance." 

He darted in pursuit, and the boys followed at his heels. 

Meanwhile the Ojibway had discovered his peril. He 
sprang instantly into the canoe, which was now resting 
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entirely upon the water, and ran to the further end, where 
the paddle lay. He snatched it quickly and made a strong 
back-hand stroke, that had the effect of swinging the 
craft broadside to the shore. But before he could dip 
the paddle the second time his enemy had gained the 
verg^e of the beach. 

With a savag^e howl, Carteret splashed through the 
shallow water, meanwhile drawing a long, keen-bladed 
knife from his belt. He grabbed the prow of the canoe, 
and tumbled over the gunwale. 

The O jib way had barely time to drop the paddle, and 
unsling a rifle that was strapped over his shoulder. Real- 
izing that his life was at stake^ he took direct aim at 
Carteret and pulled trigger. A dull snap followed; the 
weapon had missed fire. 

With a howl of triumphant rage, the ruffian knocked 
the rifle aside, and threw himself upon the Indian. The 
latter grappled with his antagonist, and a lively scuflSe 
ensued in the bottom of the canoe. 

It was all done so swiftly that neither the boys nor the 
agent had time to take a hand. The latter, indeed, was 
likely to be in the position of a non-combatant, for he had 
tripped on a stone, and sprawled headlong over the sand. 
When he rose he limped badly. 

Indians and trappers were hastening noisily down the 
beach — the latter with slow and reeling steps — but their 
arrival promised to be too late. 

On the boys* shoulders rested the perilous duty of sav- 
ing Toboggan, for they had already gained the water's 
edge. Garth was foremost, and, without thinking of pos- 
sible consequences, he splashed bravely through the shal- 
lows toward the canoe, rifle in hand. He was none too 
soon. 

At that very instant Carteret gained a terrible advan- 
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tage. With one brawny hand he pinned his enemy by 
the throat, and with the other he snatched the knife — 
which he had previously dropped — and lifted it overhead. 
For a second or two he delayed the fatal stroke, poising 
the glittering blade above his feebly struggling victim. 

"Die, you dog !" he snarled, and the knife quivered for 
the descent. 

But in the very nick of time Garth's rifle descended on 
the would-be assassin's arm. With a howl of pain and 
fury he wheeled around, and his fiendish countenance 
when he saw who had attacked him lived in Garth's mem- 
ory for many a day. Fortunately the O jib way made a 
desperate effort to rise at this juncture, and the struggle 
tipped the canoe clear over, throwing its occupants into 
the water. 

Toboggan was the first to scramble on shore, and, with 
a hasty look around, he sped across the beach and van- 
ished in the pine forest. Carteret lay splashing and sput- 
tering in the shallow water until several of his companions 
waded unsteadily to his assistance. 

Taking advantage of the excitement, the agent hurried 
Garth and his companions through the throng of Indians 
and trappers, and stowed them away in a dark apartment 
behind the store-room. 

"Don't stir until I come back," he said, as he closed 
the door upon them. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

A MIDNIGHT VISITOR. 

For nearly an hour the boys remained in the dark, stufiy 
room. The store had been closed up, but from time to 
time they heard, through the walls, a babel of angry 
voices, and other vague sounds which left much room for 
doubt as to what was taking place outside. Once a volley 
of pistol shots was fired in rapid succession. Finally the 
tumult died away, and a little later the agent threw open 
the door and entered the room with a lantern in his hand. 

"Sorry to keep you locked up so long," he said; "but 
it was for your own good." 

"Have the trappers gone ?" asked Garth. 

"Yes ; they've cleared out in their canoes. I won't be 
surprised if some of them get drowned before they reach 
Michipicoten. I had an ugly time with them. They 
wanted me to fetch you chaps out, and hunt Toboggan 
for them. When I refused they concluded to attack the 
Ojibways. Finally I threatened to have them arrested, 
and sent to Toronto. That cooled them down — ^all except 
Carteret. He acted like a mad bull, and his companions 
had to tie him and throw him into the canoe. His arm 
was giving him a good deal of pain, but I don't think 
any bones are broken." 

"I'm glad of that," said Garth. "I was afraid I had 
maimed him." 

"Better if you had," muttered the agent. "You're as 
plucky a lad as I ever saw. You saved Toboggan's Kfe 



A Midnight Visitor. 151 

to-night, and he'll never forget it. At the same time you 
made an enemy of Carteret. I hope one will offset the 
other. You're sure of having the Indian for a guide, any- 
way, and it's just as well that all of you should get back 
into the interior as soon as possible. That will give Car- 
teret's passion time to cool oflF. I'll make you a shake- 
down on the floor for to-night, and in the morning you 
can go after the yacht and bring it up here. If you stir 
yourselves a little, you can get started up country by mid- 
day. The yacht will be perfectly safe out here in the har- 
bor. I'll find a man to sleep on board at nights." 

Thfe boys warmly thanked the agent for his kindness, 
and a little later they were sleeping soundly on the floor, 
their heads pillowed on blankets. 

They were up at the first flush of dawn, and after a 
hasty breakfast with the agent and his clerk they set off 
in high spirits for the yacht, which they found safe and 
sound. 

An hour later the Yolande steamed into the land-locked 
harbor of Blue Rock, and dropped anchor close off the 
beach. .■-^'■'' 

The boys ^ashore by means of the skiff. They 
found Toboggan waiting for them. The Indian greeted 
Garth with the usual stolidity of his race, but his keen 
black eyes were more eloquent than words. 

"You brave boy," he said. "You save Toboggan's life. 
Me no forget. Mebbe me pay you back some day." 

"I don't want to be paid back," protested Garth. "I did 
just what anybody else would have done in my place. 
We'll call it more than square. Toboggan, if you'll g^ide 
us to some good fishing and hunting grounds." 

This the Indian was willing, and even eager, to do. He 
had already been acquainted with the boys' plans by the 
agent. He seemed resolved to accept no pay for his ser- 
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vices, and only with the greatest diflSculty could the boys 
induce him to yield the point. .:r 

When this vexed question had finally been settled, the p 
concluding arrangements were quickly made. The Ojib- ^ 
way agreed to take the boys to Lake Wabalong, which z 
lay about sixty miles northeast of Blue Rock. It could ; 
easily be reached by paddling three miles down the coast r= 
to the mouth of the Wabalong River and then descending - 
that narrow and tortuous stream. The Indian showed - 
the boys his canoe — a light birchen craft, roomy and well- t 
ribbed with cedar. When he came to look over the stores i 
on board the yacht he could scarcely repress an occasional ^ 
sniff of contempt. He chose four light guns, the stoutest 
of the fishing-rods, and a very few of the supplies — ^a scant 
outfit of tinware and cooking utensils, salt and pepper 
and coffee. 

With some hesitation he admitted the small peak tent, 
the boys wisely leaving everything to his judgment. By 
his advice they purchased at the store a quantity of pork, 
hard-tack and flour. They also bought from the agent, .4 
in his capacity of Canadian fishery overseer, a permit to 
angle in the Ontarian streams. This cost them ten dol- ' 
lars. 

The preparations were pushed along with such alacrity 
that by half-past eleven all was ready for the start. The 
boys stepped into the canoe, and seated themselves. Nony\ 
squatted on a pile of luggage in the bow and faced his ) 
companions, who had been provided with paddles. To- 
boggan sat in the stem. 

"Now go/' said the Indian, quietly, and at once the four 
paddles drove the graceful craft swiftly across the bay. 
The boys shouted lusty good-byes, and the agent and his 
clerk waved their caps and cheered. The Indian dogs 
barked, and a few Ojibway spectators grunted approv- 
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ingly. The jutting arm of the bay soon hid the little 
trading-post from view, and the voyagers were now con- 
fronted by a waste of water on one side and the illimitable 
pine wilderness on the other. 

In half an hour a brawling noise greeted their ears, 
and soon they entered the mouth of the Wabalong River. 
What a tiny stream it was ! It seemed hardly worthy the 
title of creek. But none the less the boys were charmed 
with it. The water shone azure and green in the rays 
of sunlight that filtered through the canopied trees. 

"Much fish in river," said Toboggan. "Get bigger 
more we go up." 

His companions could well believe him, for, looking 
over the side of the canoe, they caught flying glimpses 
of shadowy forms darting to and fro in the depths. Clyde 
became greatly excited, and wanted to stop to fish right 
away. But the O jib way was anxious to push on, and 
the others agreed with him. 

Now the river widened out, and for several miles the 
boys paddled tediously through a bed of reeds. Then 
came a succession of narrow channels that wound among 
rocks and through dense timber. 

The canoe was run into a shady cove for a brief lunch, 
and the stay was prolonged sufficiently to afford the boys 
a chance of trying their rods. w 

^ Garth quickly caught a two-pound trout, and Andy 1 
and Clyde each landed a somewhat smaller one. Norry 
hooked a monster, who carried off his best fly and a por- 
jtion of the line. 

L The boys reluctantly put up their tackle, and the voyage 
was resumed. The afternoon slipped rapidly away amid 
scenery that was picturesque and grand. Several short 
portages had to be made, and more than once the canoe 
was driven by main force through foaming rapids and 
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swirling eddies. Long practice had made the Ojibway 
infallible, and his skill averted all danger. 

Sunset was not far oflf when the canoe entered a circu- 
lar pool fringed by a dense forest. It was just the spot 
for a camp, and in a short time the tent was staked under 
the pine trees, and the smoke of the blazing camp-fire 
was curl ine upward. 

'hile Toboggan busied himself with the supper prep- 
arations the boys slipped down to the rapids at the foot 
of the pool, and in a short time they added half a dozen 
good-sized trout to those caught before. They returned 
to camp and cleaned the fish. These, combined with 
fried potatoes, coffee and hard-tack, made a simple but 
delicious meal. The boys were ravenously hungry, and 
devoured every scrap. 

len the dishes had been cleared away they sprawled 
in the firelight before the tent, chatting of past event* 
and future plans, and appreciating to its fullest extent 
the knowledge that they were actually in the heart of the 
forest and miles away from the nearest settlement. 

Toboggan sat near by, puffing stolidly and silently at 
a blackened clay pipe. Out on the river the fish splashed 
merrily, and from the far distance came the vague cry 
of some prowling animal. 

"Time to go sleep," declared the Ojibway finally, as he 
knocked the ashes from his pipe. "Boys must start early 
in morning — paddle heap miles before stop again." 

There was no appeal from this verdict, for all eyelids 
were getting heavy. The boys gladly turned in, and were 
soon sleeping soundly under the grateful warmth of their 
blankets. 

Some time later — possibly three or four hours — Clyde 
woke up with an intense thirst. This was easily account- 
ed for, since he had eaten freely of the salt pork for 
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supper. He remembered that Garth had brought a pail 
of water from the river, and placed it just inside the 
tent-door. 

Slipping out of his blanket, Clyde crawled forward on 

hands and knees very cautiously, so as not to rouse his 

slumbering companions. The tent-flaps were down, and 

a faint reddish glow was reflected on the canvas from the 

Smoldering embers of the fire. 

Clyde reached the bucket, and took a hearty drink. 
He was about to turn back when a shadow came suddenly 
between the fire and the tent, and stealthy footsteps 
rustled over the crisp pine needles that carpeted the 
ground. 

Clyde's heart seemed to leap into his mouth, and he 
[ery nearly uttered a cry of fright. Before he could 
make up his mind what to do a brawny hand slipped 
between the tent-flaps and drew them noiselessly and 
slowly apart. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

LAKE WABALON G. 

With keen interest Clyde watched the gap slowly 
widen until a pair of broad shoulders and a dusky face— 
whose lineaments were in too deep shadow for recogni- 
tion—came into view. Then the actual peril that con- 
fronted him and his sleeping companions gave the lad 
presence of mind. There was no weapon handy, so he 
sprang up from his kneeling position and uttered a terrific 
yell. 

The daring intruder was fairly paralyzed with fright 
He dropped the tent-flaps instantly, and whizzed off into 
the darkness so fleetly that his moccasined feet scarcely 
touched the pine needles. 

Clyde was emboldened by the flight of his enemy, and, 
without stopping to arm himself, he burst out of the tent 
in pursuit. But in this interval, short as it was, the man 
had utterly vanished. Not a trace of him could be seen 
in the open space surrounding the camp. 

Clyde ventured as far as the canoe, which lay undis- 
turbed by the beach. Then he hastened back to the tent, 
just as his alarmed companions came tumbling out to see 
what was wrong. 

They had not missed Clyde, and his timely cry of 
warning was all that saved him from being fired upon 
as an enemy. He quickly told his story, and was in- 
dignant to find it received with some incredulity. 

"It's strange that any one should be in this lonely 
neighborhood," said Garth. 
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"And stranger still that he should be prowling around 
our tent at such a time of night/' added Andy. 

"Didn't you have a bad dream, Clyde?" asked Norry. 
"You know I told you not to eat so much supper." 

Clyde wisely choked down his wrath, and made no 
reply other than to reassert his statements. 

Toboggan took a keen interest in the affair, and had 
there been more light the boys might have seen a per- 
turbed expression on his face. He questioned Clyde 
closely. 

Then he lighted a lantern and went slowly over the 
open ground from the tent to the water's edge. When 
he desisted from the search his dusky face was stolid 
and impassive. 

"Boys no need be frightened," he said. "Go in tent 
and sleep. Me watch till morning." 

He blew out the light, and squatted comfortably on the 
grass. 

His companions would have liked to question him, but 
his decisive words forbade them to do so. They were 
satisfied, at all events^ that the alarm had not been 
groundless. They returned to their blankets, and shortly 
fell asleep, soothed by the knowledge that the faithful 
O jib way was on guard without. 

Had they peeped through the tent-flaps a little later 
they would have seen Toboggan trample the embers of 
the fire and crawl serpent fashion to the canoe, behind 
which he ensconced himself in such a manner that he 
could command a clear view of the tent and the surround- 
ing space, while he himself was screened from surprise 
by the deep river that flowed at his back. 

The bovs were astir at the first flush of dawn, and after 
a heroic plunge in the pool they felt ravenously hungry 
and in exuberant spirits. 
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*he Ojibway bade them prepare breakfast. Then he 
shouldered his ritle, and stalked off into the pine woods. 
[e returned an hour later and silently attacked the fish 
and potatoes which Garth had fried. The boys ate theii 
^own breakfast very thoughtfully. ^J 

''Did you discover anything?" Clyde finally asked 
hazarding a guess at the object of the Indian's mission. 

"No man around now," answered Toboggan, evasively 
"Maybe one here last night. Boys no need be scared!' 

"Oh, we're not scared!" said Andy. "We're onb 
curious. I guess the fellow was some wandering trap 
per, who saw the light of our fire and concluded then 
was a chance of lifting a gun or a fishing-rod from th< 
tent. He got left, though, thanks to the pork that Clyd( 
ate for supper. I don't suppose he'll trouble us agaii 
after such a scare." 

"Are you sure he was only a trapper?" asked Norry 
reluctantly. "I got it into my head a little while ago tha 
perhaps the fellow was Tig Carteret. From the reputa 
tion the agent gave him it would be just like him t< 
come sneaking after us out of revenge." 

Garth turned suddenly pale, and the Ojibway's l&lacl 
eyes snapped viciously for an instant. The other 
laughed aloud. 

"I know it's a foolish idea," resumed Norry, looking 
ashamed of himself. "But it came into my mind, an< 
I had to say it." 

"Tig Carteret is miles away," declared Andy, confi 
dently. "Why, the rascal can't be over his drunk yet 
And, besides, there is no way by which he could hav« 
found out anything about our plans, or known where w 
were going." 

Garth looked inexpressibly relieved. 



} ai 
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That's so," he admitted. "Tig Carteret must be still 
I at Michipicoten. We needn't worry about him. And 
j even if he should return to Blue Rock he won't get any 
^Snformation out of the agent or the Ojibways." 

Toboggan said nothing, but the expression that lurked 
behind. his eyes hinted at certain information which he 
could reveal, if so disposed. 

Half an hour later the second day's journey was begun. 
Many times the boys were tempted to explore the sur- 
• rounding woods, or cast their lines in the swirling eddies. 
But Toboggan gave them no chance to do so. His mood 
^ was different from that of the previous day, and his com- 
panions were at a loss to account for it. 

He insisted on steady paddling, and whenever a portage 
had to be made — ^and these were frequent, owing to im- 
passible rapids and shallows — he carried his end of the 
canoe with such speed that the boys could scarcely keep 
pace with him. Moreover, he had his rifle constantly 
within reach, and scanned every rock and tree that the 
[ windings of the stream brought into view. 

A good many miles were covered before sunset. The 
little party camped for the night on a small island in one 
of the river's broad pools. After supper the fire was 
extinguished, and when the time came to retire, Tobog- 
gan made a bed for himself in a clump of bushes outside 
the tent. He explained that he could sleep better in the 
open air: 

The night passed without alarm, and with dawn the 
djibway roused from his stolid mood and evinced a dis- 
position to be chatty. 

After a hearty breakfast the cruise was resumed. 
Moimtains were now visible in all directions, and the river 
was wider and less obstructed by shallows. The boys 
were not tempted to fish along the way, for they knew 
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that their destination must be close at hand, and t 
were eager to reach it. Early in the forenoon Tobog 
declared that Lake Wabalong was "short bit ahe* 
This was rather indefinite, and turned out to mean tl 
or four miles. 

When the long looked-for destination did appea 
was in the nature of a surprise. The river had grc 
very narrow and swift, and overhanging undergro 
made it impossible to see more than a few yards ah" 
The canoe suddenly skimmed under a clump of bus 
and made a sharp turn to the left. The boys shoi 
with delight, for there was the lake stretching for n 
and miles beyond them. It was set, like a great turquc 
amid encircling mountains of the richest green, and 1 
and there, from out the golden haze, stood a misty ish 
Toboggan seemed to enjoy the scene no less than 
companions. 

With lusty strokes they paddled out of the swift, si 
ing current of the river's commencement, and drove 
canoe through the placid, sluggish waters that lay al 
the right-hand shore. 

"What a glorious sight!" exclaimed Clyde. "T 
beats anything I ever saw. It's a bigger lake tha 
expected." 

"Of course it is/' replied Garth. "It's fifteen n^ 
long, and nearly half as much in width. I used to 1 
about it years ago, and I have an idea that the Canac 
Pacific Railroad skirts the upper end of it. How h 
Toboggan ?" 

"Yes; iron road go by lake," grunted the Ind 
"Way off there." He pointed to the northeast. 

As the canoe cut its way onward through the 1 
water, the boys discussed the advisability of camping 
one of the many islands that were scattered over 
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lake. By Toboggan's advice this plan was abandoned, 
mainly because of the frequent journeyings that would 
have to be made in order to reach the main shore. 

"Boys just wa^it," said the Ojibway. "Me know good 
place for camp. Me show you soon." 

He was as good as his word. Twenty minutes later 
he ran the canoe into a little cove between two jutting 
points of rock. A pebbly beach sloped upward to the 
edge of the pine forest. The spot was on the eastern 
shore of the lake and about three miles from the lower 
end. 

The boys were only too glad to scramble out on the 
beach and stretch their legs. The tent was soon staked 
in the centre of a grassy glade that lay just within the 
timber, and they covered the floor with masses of fragrant 
pine boughs for bedding. The balance of the afternoon 
passed swiftly away in putting the finishing touches to 
the camp, building a fire-place, and catching a mess of 
trout for supper. That meal was keenly enjoyed, and 
when it was over the wearied boys were glad to fall asleep 
on the soft and balmy pine boughs. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

IN BAD HANDS. 

The first flush of dawn found the O jib way up and 
about, and when the boys rose an hour later he had a 
steaming breakfast ready for them. 

Camp Hfe had now begun in earnest, and the next thing 
in order was to discuss plans for the day. 

Andy and Norry wanted to go on a hunting trip into 
the wilder part of the forest, and Toboggan agreed to 
accompany them. This arrangement perfectly suited 
Clyde and Garth, for their tastes inclined more to angling 
than gunning. They proposed to take the canoe and go 
up the shore of the lake. 

But Toboggan slowly shook his head when they ex- 
plained their intentions. 

"No go up this side of lake," he protested. "Not many 
fish there. Go across lake — over where big rock stand. 
Boys find little stream there. Many big fish." 

He pointed to a rocky bluff that lay diagonally up and 
across the lake^ and was distant some seven or eight 
miles from camp. 

"Boys no go on shore," he supplemented. "Fish in 
canoe all time. When four o'clock come then paddle 
back." 

Garth and Clyde accepted the O jib way's instructions 
without demur, nor did they regard it as strange that he 
should send them to such a remote part of the lake, and, 
moreover, forbid them to leave the canoe. Their minds 
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were too intent on the prospective sport to allow room 

for suspicions. \ 

/ They hastily went over their stock of flies, pidcing out ] 

7 all the gaudy ones they could find. Their brief expe-/ 

I rience had already taught thorn jthat.tjj^ af OnliiriaL 



\have an eye for color. / 



\ Meanwhfffe "the others prepared for the ginning 
Toboggan did not deem it necessary that one of the party 
should stay to watch the camp. He tied the tent-flaps 
tightly, and concealed the most valuable of the traps that 
were to be left behind in a hollow tree that stood conve- 
niently near. 

Garth and Clyde were the first to leave. It was shortly 
after eight o'clock when they shoved off in the canoe, 
promising to return by six o'clock at the latest. They 
had with them, in addition to their fishing-tackle, a shot- 
gun, and a rifle, and a hamper of lunch. 

The weapons were due to Toboggan, who had suggest- 
ed the possibility of a long-range shot at a deer or bear. 
That a deeper meaning lurked beneath his words was 
destined to occur to the boys with unpleasant force before 
the day was over. At present not a shadow marred 
their happy anticipations as they drove the light birchen 
canoe swiftly over the calm water. They were in excel- 
lent trim for paddling, and mile after mile was put behind 
without causing them the least fatigue. 

It was still far from mid-day when they entered the 
mouth of a good-sized stream that swept down to the 
lake through a network of mountains. It was the spot 
mentioned by Toboggan, for the rocky bluff was less than 
a quarter of a mile away. 

The boys paddled inland between wooded shores for 
several hundred yards. Then the channel narrowed, and 
at the same time their further progress was blocked by 
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a pitch of water that came foaming and boiling dowa a 
network of rocks. The pool at the foot of the rapids was 
alive with swirling eddies that promised good sport, and, 
letting the canoe drift at will, the boys cast their glistening 
flies to right and left. 

/ Surely there were never hungrier trout than the denizens \ 
of that pool ! And such monsters at that ! Inside of five | 
minutes Clyde hooked and landed two three-pounders. ! 
Garth had a victorious struggle with a monster that could / 
not have weighed less than five pounds. It very nearly / 
broke the meshes of the landing-net. ^ 

^mid such rare sport the boys lost all account of time.^ 
^Occasionally their lusty shouts rang through the forest as 
they landed some particularly big fellow. When a touch 
of hunger and the burning rays of the sun from straight 
overhead warned them that it was dinner time they had 
a string of thirty odd fish — and most of them large. 

Whew ! but it's hot !" exclaimed Garth. "We'd better 
stop now and have lunch. It just occurred to me that 
Fm as hungry as a bear." 

"So am I,*' replied Clyde. "But you don't propose to 
eat out here in the scorching sun, I hope?" 

Garth glanced longingly at the inviting recesses of the 
forests. 

"I hardly know what to do," he said. "Lunch would 
taste mighty good under the trees, but you remember that 
Toboggan told us not to land." 

"Oh, he couldn't have meant that!" declared Clyde. 
"He was afraid we would wander oflf into the woods and 
get lost, or meet with some accident." 

Garth was quite willing to accept this theory. 

"I guess you're right," he said. "Anyway, I don't sup- 
pose Toboggan expected us to eat dinner out in the sun. 
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It won't do any harm to land for a few minutes. I see 
just the spot we want, too. Give me the paddle, Clyde." 

With a dozen muscular strokes he drove the prow of 
the canoe into a strip of sandy beach on the right-hand 
shore. A few yards above was a flat rock, seven or eight 
feet high, and more than twice that long. At its base 
was deep water, and heavy, overhanging foliage made a 
cool shade on top. The boys clambered to the summit 
^ with their lunch basket, and in a marvelously short time 
the contents disappeared. 

"I'm afraid I ate too much," said Clyde. "I feel 
awfully sleepy. Shall we take a short nap ?" 

"I'd rather fish," replied Garth. "What would the 
' boys say if we bring back twice as big a string as we have 
^ now? The fish are getting hungry again, too. Look 
how they are jumping at insects!" 

As he spoke a sharp splash was heard close by. Both 
lads rose to their feet and glanced down into the deep 
water at the base of the rock. They were just in time 
to catch a vanishing gleam of silver. 

As they lingered in hopes that the fish would reappear, 
a slight rustling noise was heard behind them. They 
paid no attention to it, thinking that it was merely the 
breeze stirring the branches. A second later Garth re- 
ceived a violent shove that sent him head foremost into 
the deep water below. At the same time a muscular hand 
dragged Clyde off his feet and landed him with stunning 
force on his back. 

Garth held his breath as he shot under water, and when 
he came to the surface the instinct of danger prompted 
him to swim awav from the rock. He made half a dozen 
sturdy strokes. Then he looked around to see what was 
going on behind him. 
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The first glance terrified him so badly that his bea< 
nearly bobbed under again. He had good cause for dead 
ly alarm. Clyde lay prostrate on the rock, and kneelin; 
upon him was the half-breed, Tig Carteret. 

The ruffian had just finished binding the lad's ankle 
and wrists with rawhide thongs — ^a task easy of accon: 
plishment, since his victim had been partially stunned b 
the fall. 

Carteret now rose to his feet, and shot a malignar 
glance at Garth, whom he plainly recognized. He mad 
a motion as though to unsling the rifle that was strappe 
to his back. But for some reason he changed his mind. 

Lifting Clyde by the collar, he dragged him with brutj 
carelessness down from the rock and along the shoi 
to the canoe. Throwing his prisoner roughly into th 
bushes, he jerked the canoe further up on the beach, an 
relieved it of the two guns. He tossed the shotgun o 
the sand a few feet beyond the canoe. He retained th 
rifle, after satisfying himself by a hasty glance that it W2 
loaded and in good order. 

Meanwhile Garth had come to the conclusion that tl: 
opposite side of the stream was the safest place for hin 
and that it behooved him to reach it as soon as possibl 
He swam bravely forward, confident of his strength hole 
ing out, in spite of the dragging weight of his clothes. 

"Turn around and come back here. Quick, or I shoot ! 

The harsh command rang in Garth's ears, and told hii 
the game was up. 

Keeping himself afloat by a downward movement < 
his arms, he managed with some difficulty to turn partial! 
around. Carteret had the rifle trained on him, and h 
sallow face shone with hatred. 

"Sacre ! be quick !" he snarled. "Shall I put a bull 
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through your head?" He drew back the hammer of the 
weapon with an ominous click. 

"Hold on, I'm coming !" cried Garth, knowing that to 
refuse meant instant death. 

His strength was almost exhausted now, and it was all 
that he could do to keep his chin above water as he swam 
with feeble strokes toward the shore. 

Fortunately he touched bottom when nearly there, and 
was able to wade the remainder of the distance. Carteret 
threw down the rifle, and grabbed him the instant he 
reached the beach. 

Garth was too exhausted to make any resistance what- 
ever, and in less time than it takes to tell his arms were 
tightly secured behind his back by a leather thong. The 
ruffian forced him down beside Clyde, who had by this 
time recovered from the shock of the fall and was gazing 
about with flushed cheeks and wrathful eyes. 

In utter helplessness the boys watched Carteret as he 
dragged the canoe far up among the bushes. He tossed 
the shotgun into it and picked up the rifle. He ap- 
proached Clyde, and severed his ankle bands with a sharp 
knife. 

"Now get up, you white- faced dogs!" he muttered, 
savagely. 

He emphasized the command by dragging both lads 
roughly to their feet. Neither realized the peril that 
menaced them. The fact that the ruffian had spared their 
lives when he might easily have killed them led them 
to infer that he had no worse design than to make them 
prisoners. Garth repressed his anger and tried to put on 
a bold front, though his face was very pale. 

But Clyde's more impetuous nature revolted at the in- 
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dignities to which he had been subjected, and his 
blazed with anger. 

**You will pay up for this," he cried, bitterly. * 
have friends who will rescue us. I know who you 
You're the same fellow who came sneaking around 
camp the other night." 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

A IPIENDISH REVENGE. 

Clyde's rash words brought a flush of passion to the 
half-breed's face. His little eyes gleamed, and his lips 
parted like the fangs of a wild beast, disclosing two 
rows of great, wolfish teeth. 

*'Do you wjnt that I should kill you right now?" he 
snarled, in his broken manner of speech. "Yes, you have 
seen me before. I was at your camp, and it was you who 
cheated me of what I wanted. But I shall pay you back. 
I shall have my revenge yet." 

Turning to Garth, he bared his muscular arm to the 
shoulder, revealing a deeply-discolored bruise on the 
bronzed flesh. 

"Look!" he cried. "I know you, too. No man may 
strike Tig Carteret and not pay dearly for it. I have 
come a long distance to settle old scores, but I will settle 
them well. You fell into my hands like trapped wolves, 
and now your bones shall rot in the forest. None will 
ever find them. I shall take good care of that. And 
when I have done with you I shall hunt that dog of an 
jib way. He will never "return to Blue Rock. Now, off 
with you. We have far to go, and there is little time to 
spare." 

He pointed one hand in the designated direction, and 
the boys had no alternative but to obey. 

Just what shape Carteret's revenge would take the boys 
could only imagine. It was doubtless the ruffian's inten- 
tion to make an end of them in some remote part of the 
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forest, where every trace of the crime would be securely 
hidden. 

They were not allowed to exchange a single word, for 
at the first attempt their captor struck them several violent 
blows. They had a rough road to travel, and the pliant 
bushes through which they were frequently compelled to 
force their way gave them many a stinging smack on the 
face. Being unable to use their arms, they often tripped 
over stones and trailing vines. 

At such times Carteret would haul them roughly to 
their feet, and drive them on with unflagging energy. He 
emphasized his commands by a continual string of pro- 
fanity. 

For hour after hour the ruffian and his prisoners jour- 
neyed through a deep and narrow valley, heading away 
from the lake in a northeasterly direction. Then they 
began to ascend rising ground, and sunset was not far 
off when they gained a level plateau many hundreds of 
feet above the lake. 

Turning slightly to the right, they skirted the edge of 
a frightful precipice that dropped sheer down to the 
valley below. At times the path crept so close to the 
brink that the boys shivered with fear. Once they had a 
brief glimpse of Lake Wabalong shining in the rays of 
the sinking sun at a distance of eight or ten miles. 

Finally a sudden impulse prompted Carteret to halt the 
boys at a spot where the path was slippery with pine- 
needles. A sloping surface of rock led to the brink of the 
precipice, scarcely half a dozen feet away. 

"How would you like if I throw you down there?" he 
muttered. "It is many hundreds of feet, and there are 
sharp rocks at the bottom. The wolves and vultures 
would have a feast on your broken bones." 

The ruffian merely meant to frighten the boys, and he 
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succeeded beyond his expectations. Garth stood still, 
though his face turned deathly pale. Clyde, however, lost 
his presence of mind. 

With a wild cry, he attempted to escape into the timber 
diat lay beyond the path. Carteret saw the movement, 
and, snatching him by the shoulder, he dragged him 
roughly back. The result was that Clyde slipped on the 
pine-needles, and shot out toward the precipice. 

He rolled over and over, uttering fearful screams for 
help, and before Carteret could get near enough to grab 
him he reached the brink and disappeared. A dull crash 
was heard — then another and another as the hapless lad 
struck the projecting trees in his descent. The stillness 
of death followed. The mangled body was at rest a 
thousand feet below. 

It was all over in a few brief seconds, and the two liv- 
ing witnesses of the awful catastrophe stood face to face 
— ^alone. 

Garth was overcome with such deadly horror that 
cverjrthihg swam before his eyes. For an instant he was 
in imminent peril of meeting Clyde's fate. Then, by a 
great effort, he staggered toward the nearest tree, and 
sank down in a limp heap. He glanced toward the preci- 
pice and burst into tears. 

Carteret's face turned pale, and a momentary twinge 
of remorse passed over it. 

"It was his own fault," he muttered. 'T wish it had 
been the other one. Well, it can't be helped now. It saves 
me so much trouble, though I might have spared the life 
of this one. He did not strike me." 

Wiping a few drops of perspiration from his forehead 
with a dingy handkerchief, the ruffian walked cautiously 
toward the brink of the precipice, probably with the in- 
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tention of looking down. But he changed his mind, and > 
turned back. 

"Come, get up !" he growled, hauling Garth to his feet. 
"It was you who should have been crushed on the rocks ^ 
down in yonder valley. I have a feeling to pitch you ^ 
after your companion. But no ; I will save you for some- - 
thing worse. I know where there stands a great, dead : 
tree. The trunk is hollow, and ten feet from the ground - 
is a hole. I will throw you into that, tied hand and foot. 
You can make no noise, for I will fill your mouth with 
leaves. You will die there very slowly, and all the time 
you will remember how you struck Tig Carteret. Ah ! it 
will be a sweet revenge." 

Garth was too dazed and horror-stricken to realize the i 
full import of the ruffian's words. He passively submit- 
ted to be driven along the path. He was in a state of 
utter despair, and would almost have welcomed death 
as a relief. In the short period of their acquaintance he 
had become sincerely attached to Clyde, and now he 
could scarcely believe that he was dead. He shuddered 
to think of that awful plunge over the cliif , and the dull 
crashing of the body as it struck from tree to tree. 

Absorbed in these bitter and stinging reflections. Garth 
paid no heed to where he was going, or to the passage 
of time. A stumble over a fallen log brought him to his 
senses, and he remembered, with a sharp pang, his own 
perilous plight. 

He looked curiously around him. The precipice had 
been left far behind, and on all sides was now a dense 
forest, obstructed with great masses of rocks. The sun 
had vanished, and the dimness of twilight filtered through 
the trees. 

Carteret pushed rapidly on with his captive, and pres- 
mtly he crossed the mouth of a narrow ravinei on each 
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side of which rose a steep hill. He was nearly past the 
spot when a low, mewling cry was faintly heard. The 
sound came from a short distance up the ravine, and it in- 
stantly arrested Carteret's steps. 

Garth had heard it, too, but he did not feel certain of its 
origin. 

The half-breed was a born woodsman, however, and he 
knew quite well what that mewling cry meant. A fiendish 
look shone in his eyes, as he listened for a repetition of 
the sound. Then he cocked his rifle, held it ready for 
instant use, and crawled slowly into the mouth of the 
ravine, bidding Garth keep close at his side and make 
no noise. 

The lad passively obeyed, little dreaming of the fiendish 
scheme that had suddenly flashed into his captor's mind. 
He was pretty badly scared, however, for he knew that 
Carteret was on the alert for some wild animal. 

"If we are attacked, I hope he will make the first shot 
tell," said Garth to himself. "If he misses, I'll be in a 
pretty scrape with my hands tied behind my back." 

Just then the mewling noise was heard close by, and 
through the parted bushes the lad and his companion saw 
a strange sight, and one that was far from pleasant. 

Twenty feet distant was a heap of rocks pierced by a 
jagged cavern. At the mouth of the orifice a pair of 
diminutive, tawny animals could be. seen tumbling about. 
The truth flashed upon Garth's mind. This was a pan- 
ther's den, and the tiny animals were cubs. 

Had the mother been in the vicinity she would have 
shown herself before this. Carteret knew there was no 
knmediate danger. 

Springing quickly forward he seized the cubs, who 
howled and spat ferociously. With a twist of his brawny 
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fingers he choked the life out of them, and flting the qt 
ering bodies to the ground. 

Three strides brought him back to Garth, who ' 
quite unprepared for the sudden attack that follov 
The ruffian seized the lad, dragged him by main fc 
to a tree that stood a few feet from the cavem-moi 
and quickly bound him to the tnmk — securing both 
arms and feet by raw-hide thongs. 

"Your time has come," he snarled, ferociously. "1 
is how you shall pay for that blow. See ; the female p 
ther will soon return. She will find her dead offspri 
and will at once spring upon you and tear you limb fi 
limb. You may cry in vain, for no help can reach j 
Months from now your whitened bones will be ly 
here among the rocks." 

As the ruffian hissed out these malignant words a f 
ing, blood-curdling cry echoed down the ravine fror 
distance. The female panther was returning to her 1 
probably with some dainty for her cubs. 

Carteret hastily shouldered his rifle, and disappearec 
the glocxn with long strides. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

A CONDITION O^ FREEDOM. 

Like a flash, Garth woke to a realization of his terrible 
plight. In a voice that was choked with horror, he ap- 
pealed to Carteret to come back and release him. 

The ruffian paid not the slightest heed. In fact, he was 
already some distance from the spot, and was anxious to 
put a wider stretch of forest between himself and the 
approaching she-panther. 

Garth knew that all hope was gone — ^that his merciless 
enemy had abandoned him to his fate. The imminence 
and frightful nature of the peril made his brain reel, and, 
for a moment or two, he lost his self-control. He shrieked 
at the top of his voice until the forest rang with the grue- 
some echoes. He tugged and strained at the raw-hide 
thongs, but he might as well have tried to rend steel 
chains asunder. Then he sank listlessly back against the 
tree, trembling and exhausted. In the dusky twilight he 
could see the black entrance to the den. The lifeless 
bodies of the panther cubs lay almost at his feet. 

For what seemed a long time — ^though it was really but 
a few seconds — ^the stillness of death reigned over the 
forest. Not a leaf rustled; no chirp of bird was heard. 
Garth plucked up a little courage. To his confused mind 
the recent events seemed as but a dream. But this false 
sense of security was quickly broken. 

From a short distance up the ravine came a horrible 
cry — ^long drawn, fiendish, and blood-curdling. It was 
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repeated again and again until the echoes seemed to chase 
and overtake one another. It was not a dream. It was a 
frightful reality. The she-panther was returning to her 
lair. No doubt she already scented the presence of an 
intruder. 

No pen can tell what the helpless lad suffered, as he 
heard those savage cries coming nearer and nearer. His 
tightly drawn bonds did not permit the slightest move- 
ment of hands or feet. The agony of being torn limb 
from limb by the teeth and claws of the savage brute was 
almost as keen in the imagination as in the reality. He 
strained every muscle in a vain attempt to escape from 
the tree. He shouted hoarsely for help, though realizing 
the utter futility of it. Once, during a brief interval of 
silence, he fancied that he heard a violent crashing of 
bushes from the direction in which Carteret had fled. 
The next instant the suspicion was driven from his mind. 
An ear-splitting screech chilled his very bones with hor- 
ror, and he saw two fiery balls glaring at him from the 
thicket alongside the den of rocks. Then the she-panther 
pounced into the open space, and a wail of rage and ma- 
ternal agony echoed through the forest as she licked the 
still warm bodies of her offspring. 

At last she wheeled around, and saw Garth. Uttering 
screech after screech, she crouched low for a spring. Her 
long, tawny body quivered with rage, and her tail beat I 
the rocks with vengeful thumps. Her blazing eyes and 
glistening teeth showed plainly in the dusky light. 

In that dreadful moment all of Garth's past life seemed 
to whirl through his brain. He shivered violently, and 
closed his eyes. What followed was ever afterward but a 
vague and confused memory. He heard, as though in a 
dream, a sharp, deaiietvmg report. Then came blood- 
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curdling shrieks, a threshing of stones and bushes, foot- 
steps, and human voices. 

All at once Garth seemed to wake up. His bonds were 
severed, and he could move his cramped and stiffened 
limbs. The motionless body of the panther lay at the 
mouth of the den. In the dim light he saw two figures 
bending over him. One pressed a flask to his lips, and a 
fiery fluid trickled down his throat. It seemed to put 
fresh life into every vein. He felt strong and buoyant. 

"That was a close shave, my man," said one of the 
strangers. "Brace up, now. The danger is over. There 
lies the panther with my bullet through her brain. I 
aimed for her eyes, and I didn't pull trigger a quarter of 
a second too soon. It was your cries that brought us to 
the spot. Tell us what this devil's work means. Who 
bound you hand and foot to that tree?" 

Garth did not reply at once. The man's voice seemed 
strangely familiar, and he vainly probed his memory to 
learn where he had heard those soft, crisp accents be- 
fore. He glanced at his rescuers, but their faces were in 
too deep shadow for recognition. 

"I'm still a little mixed up," he said. "Such a close 
shave as I had is like coming back from the dead. Give 
me time, and I'll tell you about it. You saved my life, 
and if I can prove my gratitude in any way " 

The sentence was cut short by a low exclamation from 
one of the strangers. 

"Where have I heard that voice?" he muttered. "Light 
the lantern, quick !" 

The remark was addressed to his companion, who 
hastily struck a match, and touched it to the wick of a 
small bull's-eye lantern. The yellow gleam of light shone 
full on Garth, and revealed to him the too i^.miXva.t i^a.^^^ 
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of his companions. They were none other than Leary 
and Fenn, the bank burglars. 

Of course, the recognition was mutual. Garth uttered 
a low gasp of surprise, and his pallid face turned whiter. 
He realized that he was in the power of a more formida- 
ble enemy than Carteret. He had blundered from one bad 
scrape into another. What mercy could be expected from 
this refined ruffian, who had sworn on past occasions more 
than one oath of vengeance? 

The burglars were no less surprised than Garth. They 
stared blankly at the lad for an instant, and whistled 
through their teeth. 

"You're the fast one I expected to find here/' exclaimed 
Fenn. "It's a rare piece of luck." 

"It's more than luck," snarled Leary. "It's a chance 
I wouldn't have missed for a fortune. I'm only sorry that 
my rifle ball spoilt that panther's meal. Whoever bound 
you to that tree knew what he was about. However, it's 
just as well that I rescued you. I'll have a chance now 
to settle old scores to suit myself." 

His face reddened with passion, and, clutching Garth 
by the throat, he fixed upon him a glare of deadly hatred. 

"You'll tremble more than that before I'm through with 
you," muttered Leary, as he released his hold and stepped 
back a pace or two. 

Garth's ankles were so cramped and stiff that he could 
not make use of them, else he might have attempted a 
break for liberty. He sat down upon a stone, and waited 
for the next move on the part of his captors. Meanwhile 
the burglars carried on a low conversation, evidently 
concerning their prisoner. 

In spite of his misery. Garth watched them with some 

curiosity, wondering how they came to be in this lonely 

part of Ontario. They \vatdL v^ivcJi^ Xifceci V^ving a pretty 
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rough time of it. Their clothes were raggv d, and their 
faces had a jaded, care-worn aspect that told of sleepless 
days and nights as well as of hunger and privation. 

Fenn's arm between the elbow and shoulder was 
wrapped with a blood-stained bandage, showing where 
the buckshot from Garth's breech-loader had pierced the 
flesh. No bones were broken, for he had the full use of 
the limb. 

Both men were armed with rifles — ^taken from the tug- 
boat, no doubt — ^and the two leather satchels of money 
stood side by side on the ground. 

The blackness of night had settled down on the forest 
before the whispered conclave was broken off. The bur- 
glars strolled over to Garth, and Leary sat down beside 
him on the stone. 

"Look here, my boy!" he said, calmly. "We've just 
been discussing matters from an all-round standpoint, and 
we've decided, under the circumstances, to make you a 
fair offer. You won't deny that I owe you more than one 
grudge. You spoilt our little game at Marquette, and 
but for your nasty interference we would have twice as 
much money as those satchels hold. And what's more, 
we would be at some safe place this minute instead of 
being lost in this beastly wilderness. Then, not content 
with what you had already done, you dogged us from 
point to point over the lake. However, I'm willing to call 
everything square on certain conditions. How is it, 
Fenn?" 

Thus appealed to, the other burglar nodded his head 
affirmatively. 

"That's right," he muttered. "We'll call old scores 
quits. I've got a few buckshot in this arm here, but I 
won't lay that up against you." 

"You see we mean fair," resumed Leary. "And it's not 
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only on account of these conditions that we're willing to 
let you off. You're a plucky lad, and I'd hate to put a 
bullet through your brain, and throw you into some hole 
in the forest. I take it that you know something about 
Ontario, or you wouldn't be here. Am I right?" 

"Partly," replied Garth. "I suppose I have my bear- 
ings, if that's what you mean." 

"And could you guide us to the line of the Canadian 
Pacific Railroad?" demanded Leary, in an anxious tone. 

Garth pondered a moment. 

"Yes, I think I could find it," he repHed. 

"Well, that's just what we want," exclaimed I<eary. 
"We got mixed up in our reckoning with that confounded 
tug-boat, and landed on the east shore of Lake Superior 
instead of on the north. We took to the woods right 
away, and we've been wandering about for the last three 
or four days. We knew the railroad was somewhere in 
the interior, but we haven't been able to strike it yet. We 
don't even know if we're on the right track, for we have 
neither map nor compass. You understand the situation 
now. If you'll take us within sight of the railroad we'll 
let you go without harm. If you refuse " 

A suggestive tap on the barrel of his rifle completed 
the sentence. 

Garth hesitated before giving an answer. He was 
guileless enough to believe that the burglars meant ex- 
actly what they said, and therefore no doubt of their sin- 
cerity entered his mind. Had he seen the swift, signifi- 
cant glances that they exchanged, his suspicions might 
have been aroused. What mainly disturbed him was the 
knowledge that, if he accepted the condition, he would 
directly aid the burglars to escape on some freight train 
with their booty. On the other hand, his refusal to do 
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so would result in certain death. There was no middle 
course. 

So, when Leary lost patience and demanded a speedy 
answer, Garth assented. 

"You have me in your power, and I can't refuse," he 
said. "I'll do my best to guide you to the railroad." 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

SEVERED BONDS. 

Garth's reply pleased the burglars, and again they ex- 
changed meaning glances — ^too swift for the lad to note. 

"You've decided well," said Leary. "We'll stick to our 
part of the contract, if you stick to yours. By the way, 
suppose you spin us your yam before we start off. Tin 
curious to know how you got into such a scrape." 

"Yes ; let's hear it," added Fenn. 

Garth saw no reason for refusing this request, so he 
told everything that had happened from the time he and 
his companions landed in Ontario. The recital was lis 
tened to with deep interest, and, when Garth concluded 
his hearers looked somewhat startled and uneasy. 

"You've had a rough time of it, my boy !" said Leary. 
"The whole thing sounds like a thrilling chapter from a 
novel. I'm sorry for your companion's fate, and you can 
count yourself lucky that we happened along in time to 
save you from a worse one. This Carteret must be a 
very fiend." 

"I hope he's not lurking about here now," remarked 
Fenn. "A fellow of that stamp would murder a dozen 
men to get possession of such a simi of money as we have 
in those bags. He must have heard your shot, Leary, 
and in that event it's ten to one that he has sneaked back 
to see what it meant. He may be spying on us at this 
very minute." 

The suggestion alarmed Leary, and both men glanced 
apprehensively at the gloomy thickets. 
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"It's quite likely that he heard the shot," replied Garth ; 
"but I don't think that would bring him back. He would 
only hurry away the faster, thinking that I had been res- 
cued by my friends." 

"Probably he would," assented Leary. "I don't think 
we need fear him ; nor are we likely to be troubled by your 
friends." 

"No," replied Garth, a little sadly, "you are safe enough 
on that score. My friends must have started from camp 
by this time, but they will have to circle around the 
lower part of the lake on foot. It is doubtful if they reach 
the spot where Clyde and I were fishing before morn- 
mg. 

"That's true," assented Leary. "Not that it matters 
much one way or the other, though. We're not afraid 
of them ; are we, Fenn ?" 

"Of course not," was the sneering reply. "We'^re on 
Canadian soil now, and no man has a legal right to touch 



us." 



Garth looked a little crestfallen. This was something 
that had not occurred to him before. 

"Well, there's no use in staying here any longer," added 
Leary, after a pause. "Let's push on to the railroad. 
You don't think it's far away, my lad ?" 

"It can't be," replied Garth. "Lake Wabalong is off 
there to the east, and, as the railroad skirts the upper 
end of it, all we've got to do is to push straight ahead 
in a northerly direction." 

"That's the way to talk," said Leary. "Come, we'll 
start now ! The sooner you bring us within sight of the 
telegraph poles the sooner you'll be free. Are you 
hungry?" 

"Yes," answered Garth, suddenly discovering the fact. 
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"Well, I think we can spare you some provender. How 
is it^ Fenn ?" 

"We'll go shares with what's left," replied Fenn. 

He took a small quantity of biscuit and jerked beef 
from his coat pockets, and divided it between the three. 

Several minutes were allowed for eating. Then the 
burglars strapped the satchels over their backs, and Leary 
gave the word to start. 

Garth was compelled to walk a few paces in front, and 
Fenn held the lantern in such a way that its rays shone 
ahead through the forest. 

The mouth of the ravine was quickly left behind, and 
the little party steered their course as accurately as possi- 
ble by the stars that gleamed here and there above the 
tree-tops. The journey was a rough and trying one, and 
Garth felt at times that he must drop over from sheer 
fatigue. The muscles of his legs ached at every step, and 
he was unable to shake off a feeling of intense drowsi- 
ness. 

The burglars were no less weary, and this put them in 
a bad humor. They tramped sullenly along, occasionally 
breaking into profanity as they tripped over stones and 
vines. The satchels were evidently very heavy, and every 
time they struck a tree or a rock the metallic click of coins 
was heard. 

The sound disturbed Garth. It was maddening to think 
that he was helping these men to get away with the- stolen 
money. But he knew that he had to do it, and that his 
life would be the forfeit, if he tried to mislead them. 

His captors seemed to (Jivine what was passing in his 
mind, for they watched him so sharply as to preclude any 
possibility of escape. 

At the same time t\ve7 d\A tv.o\. iot^^\. \.^ vLtMtmize the 
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surrounding forest as they plodded along. They evidently 
had a wholesome fear of Tig Carteret. 

In this way two or three hours slipped by, and Garth 
felt satisfied that the railroad could not be far distant, 
unless he had made a considerable error in his reckon- 
ing. 

The path now followed the trough of a narrow ravine 
that was hedged in on both sides by lofty and precipitous 
slopes of rock and timber. In the distance was heard a 
dull, roaring noise that grew louder and louder, until, on 
reaching the mouth of the ravine, further progress was 
seen to be cut off by a mountain torrent that raged and 
foamed over a bed of jagged bowlders. 

The current was too deep for wading, and too rapid 
for swimming. 

The burglars were enraged by this obstacle to their 
plans, and vented some of their wrath on Garth, who pro- 
tested that he was not to blame. 

"How was I to know anything about this stream?" he 
said. "I was never through here before. Fm leading 
you straight toward the railroad, and that's all I agreed 
to do." 

"The lad is right," declared Fenn. "He is doing his 
best for us." 

"Well, we're in a bad scrape," declared Leary, as he 
walked to the water's edge and flashed the lantern up and 
down stream. "It's no use to hunt a fording place now, 
for the banks are steep and rocky in both directions, and, 
if we tried to clamber along them, we'd likely break our 
necks. The only way is to turn back through the ravine 
and make a detour, but I don't intend to do that before 
morning. Right here is where I'm going to spend the 
night. My legs feel as though they were weighted with 
lead. I can't travel any further." 
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"All right," assented his companion. "I'm with you, 
Leary. There's no reason why we shouldn't put in a few 
hours' sleep here. This lad's friends can't possibly over- 
haul us by that time, even if they should get on his track 
— which I consider doubtful. Hold on ! I forgot about 
that rascally half-breed." 

"Oh, he's not around," replied Leary. "Depend upon 
it, he made himself scarce. Still we might make sure of 
our safety by mounting guard. I'll stand the first watch, 
and, at the end of two hours, I'll waken you." 

Fenn agreed to this proposition, and a suitable sleeping- 
place was quickly found — ^a cleft ten feet long by four 
wide, between two massive bowlders. It had only one en- 
trance, for at the rear it terminated against the wall of 
the ravine. 

The space was made comfortable by several armfuls 
of pine boughs. Then the burglars crawled in, pushing 
Garth ahead of them. They tied his ankles together with 
stout rope, and secured his hands behind his back. They 
made him lie down at the rear end of the cleft. 

Fenn stretched himself beside the prisoner, and Leary 
took his post at the mouth of the passage. He propped 
himself against one of the rocks, with his rifle resting on 
his knees. A moment later he blew out the lantern. 

"Get to sleep as soon as you can," he said to his com- 
panion. "In two hours I'll waken you." 

It is doubtful if Fenn heard him, for he was already 
breathing heavily. Garth was less fortunate. He lay 
awake for a long time, listening to the sullen splash of 
the water and the moaning of the pine trees overhead. 

There was no hope of rescue in Garth's heart, for he 
knew that his companions might not succeed in getting 
upon his track. How could they follow it through such 
a pathless wilderness ? There was plainly no course open 



I 
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to him but to guide his captors to the railroad and trust 
to their promise to liberate him. His thoughts drifted to 
Clyde, and to the awful catastrophe on the cliff. Tears 
flowed down his cheeks as he pictured his boy comrade 
lying stiff and mangled amid the rocks. 

But even such stirring reflections could not success- 
fully combat Garth's drowsiness and fatigue. In spite of 
his cramped position, he fell into a deep slumber. A hor- 
rid dream, in which Tig Carteret took a leading part, 
caused him to wake some time later. 

He remembered where he was, when he tried to move 
his manacled arms. A dim light penetrated the cleft from 
overhead, and, by shifting his position a little, he was 
able to see his captors. Fenn lay beside him, sleeping 
soundly. Leary still sat at the mouth of the passage, 
but his head was sunk low on his breast, and his rifle 
had slipped from off his knees. Evidently he, too, was 
sound asleep, conquered by drowsiness and exhaustion. 

Garth sank back on the pine boughs, chafing at his 
helplessness. 

"If my hands were only free," he reflected, bitterly, 
"how easily I could escape with that money! What a 
chance I am missing!" 

Just at that instant, strangely enough, he made a dis- 
covery that thrilled him with hope. His hands, pressed 
downward by the weight of his back, came in contact with 
a sharp stone that was partly covered by the pine boughs. 

It was an easy matter to bring his wrists directly over 
the edge of the stone. Then he moved them to and fro 
with a sawing motion. He persevered grimly, in spite 
of more than one mistroke that painfully lacerated the 
skin and drew blood. 

At length he felt a dull snap, and the tension on his 
wrists suddenly relaxed. His hands were free, and be 
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drew them from under him. Garth sat up, trembling 
head to foot with excitement. A moment sufficed 
move the rope fr^in his ankles. The worst part 
ordeal was yet before him, though, to all appearan 
captors were still sound asleep. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

A TREACHEROUS ENEMY. 

With the reader's permission we will leave Garth for a 
brief time and return to the previous evening's catastrophe 
on top of the cliff. When Clyde Oliphant rolled over the 
brink of the dizzy precipice, he did not fall to the bottom 
of the valley, hundreds of feet below. 

A merciful Providence caused him to drop upon a ledge 
that jutted from the face of the cliff at a distance of ten 
or fifteen feet from the top. The ledge was a dozen feet 
long, and three or four wide. Near the brink lay the 
dead and whitened trunk of a pine tree that had slipped 
down from its plac i of growth, a few feet up the cliff. 

Clyde struck this pretty forcibly, and the recoil threw 
him back a foot or two from the brink of the ledge. His 
head came in smart contact with the hard stone, and he 
immediately lost consciousness. 

But the blow had put the rotten trunk in motion. It 
slipped instantly off the ledge, and went plunging down 
the dizzy abyss, striking here and there in its descent. It 
was this crashing noise that reached the ears of the two 
horrified listeners above, and naturally they supposed it 
to be made by Qyde's body. 

It will be remembered that Carteret ventured toward 
the edge of the cliff, and then turned back. Had he 
peered down, he must have discovered the truth. 

So, while twilight faded into the blackness of night, 
and the hours crept on apace, Clyde lay motionless on the 
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jutting ledge. It was long after the fall when the damp 
night air fanned his temples, and brought him slowly 
back to consciousness. 

At first all that had happened seemed but a blank to 
him. His head ached dizzily, and his arms, still tied be- 
hind his back, were full of sharp, cramped pains. 

He struggled to free them, and, to his delight, he man- 
aged to twist one hand out of the cords. Either the latter 
had relaxed through the long tension to which they had 
been subjected, or else Carteret had failed to bind the lad 
securely. 

At all events, Clyde's arms were now free. He drew 
them in front of him, and sat up with his back against 
the cliff. He was so sick and dizzy that he kept his eyes 
closed for a few moments. Then the faintness passed 
away, and he ventured to look about him. 

One glance into the vast abyss that yawned beneath 
him wiped the clouds from his mind. He remembered 
everything, and a sense of the horror of his position made 
him shrink closer to the wall. He felt as though the 
slightest movement would send him toppling down 
through hundreds of feet of space to the bottom of the 
gorge. He closed his eyes, and leaned back for a little 
while. He was naturally clear-headed, and, by an effort, 
he succeeded in shaking off his nervous fears. 

"I'm in no danger at present," he said to himself. "This 
ledge is firm and solid, and I can't possibly fall off. It 
will be a different matter when it comes to getting away 
from here. I won't worry about that now, though. Per- 
haps I'll feel stronger after a while." 

Accordingly, Clyde lay still for some time, and the cool, 
bracing air acted as a tonic and healer. The pain in his 
head subsided, and the stiffness passed out of his arms. 
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He was glad to find that no bones were broken, and that 
he was in fairly good trim, except for a few bruises. 

Presently he crept a little further out on the ledge, 
from whence he could command a view of the upper por- 
tion of the cliff. His heart sank as he surveyed the hope- 
less prospect. The rocky wall rose to a height of a dozen 
feet, but there were no crevices or projections by which 
he could climb up. 

To the right the ledge narrowed to a fine point, and a 
foot or two beyond it grew a stout pine tree, whose bushy 
crest came almost level with the top of the cliff. The tree 
had its roots behind a projecting slab, and was nourished 
by a patch of wind-dropped soil. 

"If I could get into the lower branches of that tree, I 
might climb far enough up to reach the top of the cliff," 
reflected Clyde. "I don't know, though. My weight 
would probably dislodge it, and we would both go to the 
bottom of the gorge. As for climbing up this smooth 
wall of rock — ^why, that's out of the question entirely. A 
single misstep would be the end of me. I don't suppose 
there's any use in calling for help. Carteret thinks I am 
dead, and he has gone away with Garth. I don't believe 
he intended to throw either of us over the cliff, for he 
made a grab at me when I slipped. Well, I'm just as 
much a prisoner as though I was in a stone cell, and I'll 
have to wait here until some one comes to rescue me." 

On second thoughts, Clyde decided that there was a 
remote possibility of Garth and the half-breed being still 
in the vicinity. So he shouted with all his might, and 
kept it up at intervals for ten minutes. 

Only the mocking echoes of his voice answered him. 
He heard the distant cry of some prowling animal, and 
the flapping wings of a night bird and the moaning of 
the breeze overhead. 
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In despair, he leaned back against the rocks, and tried 
to feel resigned to his irksome captivity. But this was 
impossible, and he only chafed the more as one thought 
after another crowded through his mind. His chance 
of rescue was about as slim as it could well be. 

He remembered that his friends could not cross the 
lake without the canoe. And even if they circled around 
on foot, was it likely that they could find and follow the 
path taken by Carteret? Worst of all was the fate that 
threatened Garth. He was in the hands of a blood-thirsty 
foe, who would surely take his life. Perhaps it was al- 
ready too late to save him. 

Clyde quivered with impatience, and clenched his hands 
until his finger-nails pierced the flesh. 

"I must escape from here," he muttered aloud. "It's 
the only chance of saving Garth. I must reach the canoe, 
paddle across the lake, and bring the others back with me. 
Toboggan will know best what to do then." 

Fired with this resolve, Clyde rose to his feet. Keep- 
ing his eyes averted from the dizzy abyss, he crept along 
the narrowing ledge. The pine tree was the only ipeans 
of escape, and he had decided to risk it. 

He had taken but a few steps, when a wailing cry sent 
a cold shiver through his veins. He trembled, and clung 
to the rock for support. Glancing upward, he saw the 
outlines of a great beast crouching on the verge of the 
cliff directly overhead. A pair of fiery eyes stared down 
into his own. 

It was too dark to make out the nature of the animal. 

It might be a wolverine, or a wild cat, or a panther. At 

all events, the creature was hungry, and seemed bent on 

making a meal of the lad. It paced to and fro, snarling 

hideously. Its lore davj^ ^^tiV ^ XvNAfc ^!xower of dirt 
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rattling down on the ledge. Now it crouched again, and 
seemed about to spring. 

Clyde was terrified almost out of his senses. He 
stooped tremblingly, and picked up a fragment of stone. 
He threw it hastily, and more by chance than skill he 
struck the beast. It screeched with fury, and disap- 
peared. 

Clyde breathed easier, but the next instant the savage 
brute came back, and thrust its head and fore paws over 
the brink of the cliff. Now it was surely going to spring 
upon the ledge. It quivered with fury and expectation. 

In the very nick of time there flashed upon Clyde's 
memory something about the effect of the human voice 
on wild animals. 

He uttered yell after yell at the full strength of his lungs. 
The harsh, unnatural sounds terrified the beast, and 
caused it to abandon its purpose. It drew back from the 
cliff, and bounded off into the forest, snarling with baffled 
rage as it went. The cries grew fainter and less fre- 
quent, until at length they ceased entirely. 

Clyde sat down to recover from his fright. For half an 
hour he did not stir, and as he neither heard nor saw any- 
thing of the creature during that interval, he concluded 
that it had left the neighborhood. 

At last Clyde rose to his feet, and crawled toward the 
end of the ledge. He kept his eyes turned upward, and 
pressed his breast against the cliff. The ledge narrowed 
until there was barely six inches of foothold. At this 
trying moment Clyde was cool and collected. He realized 
that he could go no further. Glancing sideways, he saw 
the dark outlines of the tree several feet distant. But be- 
tween him and it there yawned an empty space, falling 
sheer for hundreds of feet. He nerved himself for the 
cfiFort. Clinging to the cliff with one arm, and throwing 
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the other outward, he leaned across the abyss. His hand 
clutched a stout limb, and, the next instant, he was safe 
in the body of the tree. 

The reaction made him weak and helpless, and for a 
moment or two his trembling limbs refused to do his bid- 
ding. 

Then strength returned, and he climbed steadily up- 
ward from branch to branch. A deadly fear was at his 
heart, for the tree quivered with his weight. Loose soil 
and bits of stone rattled into the depths of the gorge. 
He neared the slender crest, and, to his great joy, he dis- 
covered that he could reach the edge of the cliff from the 
topmost branches. 

As he wrapped one arm around the trunk, and reached 
the other hand forward to grasp the rock, a snarling cry 
rang in his ears, and a great, tawny beast pounced directly 
upon him from the summit of the cliff. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

A TIM^I^Y RESCUE. 

This unexpected attack very nearly caused Clyde to lose 
his grip on the tree. But with a cry of horror, he recov- 
ered his tottering balance and clung the tighter to the 
slender crest as it bent downward with its double burden. 

The savage beast was scared almost as badly. Because 
of the swaying movement it lost its perch on the lad's 
shoulders and slipped downward with a blood-curdling 
yowl, landing in the lower branches, where it clung with 
all four paws. 

Just then the tree began to creak and tremble, and its 
severely strained roots dislodged a shower of stones and 
dirt. 

Clyde knew what was going to happen, and he gave 
himself up for lost. For a second or two he was simply 
paralyzed with fright. 

A quick instinct of preservation roused him from his 
stupor — ^and not an instant too soon. He mounted sev- 
eral branches higher, and made a desperate spring for 
the verge of the cliff. Happily he caught it, and just as 
his hands tightened on the rough rock the pine tree tore 
away from the ledge, roots and all, and plunged into the 
dizzy abyss. 

Clyde was feft swinging in air, and, during the awful 
moment that followed, he heard the dull crashing of the 
tree, mingled with the death-shrieks of the hapless ani- 
mal. Then all was silent as the grave. 
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The lad's position was perilous in the extreme, and an 
instant's weakness would have proved fatal. 

But fortunately he realized the necessity of strength 
and presence of mind. He tapped the rocky wall with his 
feet, and found several crevices that would g^ve him a 
foothold. Slowly and cautiously he raised his body until 
he was able to grasp a root tliat was nearly a foot from the 
verge of the cliff. With a strong pull he hauled himself 
out of danger, and sprawled weakly across the flat stone. 
On hands and knees he crept over to the edge of the 
forest. Then his sorely tried strength yielded to the re- 
action, and he sank down in a fainting condition. 

How long he remained thus he never knew. Full con- 
sciousness finally returned, and he staggered to his feet. 
The knowledge of what now lay before him — of the long 
journey that must be made — roused him and put fresh 
vigor and strength into his limbs. 

"I am thankful that I am not lying dead and mangled 
down there," he exclaimed with a nervous shudder, as he 
glanced toward the brink of the precipice. "It seems like 
a miracle when 1 think of all that I have gone through 
to-night. Ugh ! I can feel that panther's hot breath as he 
jumped on my shoulders. The treacherous brute must 
have been lying in wait for me all the time. Well, it 
won't do to loiter here. I must reach the canoe as soon 
as possible." 

Remembering that Carteret had conducted the boys by 
a circuitous route, Clyde decided to strike for the canoe 
in as direct a course as possible. It was not difficult to 
get his bearings, since he knew that Lake Wabalong lay 
due east across the valley. 

Therefore he retraced his steps along the verge of the 
precipice, and, when he finally descended into lower and 
thickly timbered ground, he headed to the southeast. 
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It was a terrible journey for the lad to make in his 
bruised and exhausted condition, but he pressed on, heed- 
less of pain and fatigue. His indomitable will and the 
knowledge of what was at stake kept him up. 

For the most part sufficient light came through the tree- 
tops to reveal the faint outlines of the rugged path, but 
here and there were patches of intense gloom, amid which 
he floundered blindly. 

Hour after hour he spurred on at a steady gait. He 
minded neither falls, nor scratches, nor the dull ache in 
his head and limbs. He trotted through deep and wind- 
ing valleys, and climbed precipitous hills, and toiled over 
swampy ground where the spongy earth quivered under 
foot. A fox barked in a nearby thicket, and once a startled 
deer clattered across an open glade. 

Finally, when many weary miles had been covered, 
Clyde felt sure that he was near the goal. The reflection 
that he might have blundered unwittingly from his course 
troubled him a little^ but his mind was soon relieved. As 
he tramped wearily down a steep hill, and turned into a 
rocky and wooded ravine, the night breeze wafted to his 
ears the murmur of running water. He knew, then, that 
the river was close ahead — possibly not more than a quar- 
ter of a mile distant. Heart and steps g^ew lighter as he 
hurried on. 

But the plucky lad was destined to meet with still an- 
other adventure. 

As he circled around a huge bowlder that blocked the 
path, he fairly collided with a big black bear that was root- 
ing in a bit of swampy ground. 

The wind was blowing from the opposite direction, and 
therefore the creature had not scented the lad's approach. 
Bruin was hungry, and hunger and ill-humor mean one 
and the same thing with a bear. 
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As Clyde swerved to one side with a startled cry, the 
brute uttered a ferocious growl and reared on its hind 
legs. Its little eyes twinkled in anticipation of a feast 

Clyde had no intention of being devoured. He started 
down the valley at his top speed, and bruin came lumber- 
ing after him on a gallop. It was a tight race, and the 
odds were strongly in favor of the bear. Clyde knew this, 
and it spurred him to desperate efforts. He ran at a speed 
which he had never equaled, and trees, rocks and bushes 
flew past him in a dizzy blur. On came bruin, uttering 
growl after growl. His clumsy gait was rapidly bringing 
him closer to his intended meal. 

Clyde grew sick with fear. The patter of the big paws 
was just behind him, and he imagined he could feel the 
hot breath on his neck and cheeks. The brawling of the 
river rang louder in his ears, but as yet the water was not 
in sight. 

A desperate spurt gave him a slight advantage, and, as 
he staggered on with fast-failing strength, he burst 
through a copse of bushes and saw the glassy surface of 
the river a few feet distant. 

At one swift glance he recognized the spot. There was 
the rock on which he and Garth had been surprised by 
the half-breed. The canoe was hidden close by in the 
bushes. 

No time now to pause. Bruin's crashing approach left 
no alternative. Without hesitation Clyde plunged into 
the water, and swam lustily toward the opposite shore. 
When he was some distance out^ he turned his head and 
discovered that bruin was swimming after him with swift 
strokes. In mid-stream the distance between the two had 
already perceptibly lessened. 

Clyde's strength began to give out, and his water- 
5oaJced clothes pulled \vis dam \i^Vy^ X5s\^ ^>axfeKft, so that 
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le could breathe only through his nose. A panic of fear 
>eized him, and, jerking up his head, he cried hoarsely for 
ielp. 

To his joy and amazement the appeal was responded 
to by lusty and ringing shouts. Then a yellow light 
streamed through the timber on the opposite bank, and 
the next instant three familiar figures tumbled to the 
water's edge. Toboggan was foremost, and the lantern 
that he carried showed him Clyde's peril. 

Passing the lantern to his companions the Indian 
plunged into the water. 

Hope lent Clyde fresh strength, and he swam weakly 
forward to meet his rescuer. The Ojibway's strong arm 
guided him to the shore, where he was fervently embraced 
by Andy and Norry. 

Meanwhile bruin had turned back, dismayed by the 
presence of so many people, and before Toboggan could 
lift his rifle to shoot, he was out of sight in the timber. 

Clyde was overwhelmed with questions, and it was 
some time before he succeeded in giving his hearers a full 
account of all that had happened to himself and Garth. 

The narrative caused the utmost wonder and conster- 
nation, but no precious moments were lost in useless dis- 
cussion of it. 

"You very tired," said Toboggan. "You rest here. We 
go save Garth." 

"No ; I'll go with you," protested Clyde. "I can stand 
It. I've got to show you the way, anyhow." 

The Ojibway nodded. 

"All right," he said. "You eat some food while I bring 
canoe. That make you strong." 

Stripping ofl: part of his clothes, he swam rapidly across 
the stream. 

Horry gave Clyde a handful of biscuit ^.tvA. \^tVfeftL\k^^^> 
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and while he ate greedily, both lads squeezed the water 
from his clothes. 

"We got here just in time," said Andy. "You see, when 
you fellows didn't reach camp by half-past five o'clock 
Toboggan became uneasy. He told us that Carteret was 
lurking around somewhere, and that scared us pretty 
badly. So we decided to come after you. We went down 
the lake, and forded the Wabalong River, and then we 
came up on this side. I hope we can overtake that scoun- 
drel and rescue Garth." 

"So do I," replied Clyde. "It will take fast traveling to 
do it, though." 

Just then Toboggan arrived with the canoe. He bun- 
dled the boys in, and paddled swiftly across. His mood 
was silent and inscrutable, and he refused to discuss the 
chances of Garth's rescue. He declared, however, that 
he recognized the precipice from Clyde's description of it, 
and this relieved the latter from the responsibility of act- 
ing as guide. 

For three hours the Ojibway led the boys steadily 
through the forest, and, true to his promise, brought them 
to the very spot where Clyde had battled for life against 
such odds. By this time Andy and Norry were much ex- 
hausted, and Clyde was ready to drop from fatigue. But 
he pluckily refused to stay behind, and insisted on accwn- 
panying the others. 

A close search with the lantern gave the Ojibway a 
clew to the direction taken by Garth and his captor, and 
the weary little band were soon in motion again, bound 
they knew not whither. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

SHATTERED HOPES. 

We left Garth sitting up in the narrow passage be- 
tween the rocks. His hands and feet were free, and his 
escape from captivity now depended upon his getting 
hold of the money and creeping past the sleeping bur- 
glars without waking them. 

The lad's heart beat wildly at the thought of returning 
to his friends, and displaying the rescued plunder. He 
sat still for a moment until he felt that his nerves were 
steady enough for the ordeal. Then, after a reassuring 
glance at the burglars, he leaned over Fenn and picked 
up the two satchels. 

"They make a pretty heavy load," he said to himself. 
"I'd like to disarm these fellows, but a couple of guns 
and revolvers in addition to the money will make more 
than I can carry. I had better let well enough alone." 

As he threw the shoulder-straps that were attached to 
the satchels over his back, one on each side, it occurred to 
him to take the men's weapons and hide them in some 
spot where they could not readily be found. But he 
quickly abandoned the idea, fearing lest the delay should 
prove fatal to his plans. 

He rose to his feet, and advanced toward the mouth of 
the cleft with the utmost caution. He scarcely dared 
breathe, and it seemed that the loud throbbing of his heart 
must betray him. 

A few steps brought him to Leary, whose half-recum- 
bent body blocked the passage. He was stiW soxxiA ^^^^^> 
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though the nodding motion of his head showed its atti- 
tude to be one of discomfort. Garth hesitated an instant. 
Then he stepped over the burglar's sprawling legs, and 
moved noiselessly forward to the mouth of the passage. 
Here he halted long enough to glance over his shoul- 
der. In the dim light he saw his captors lying in the 
same motionless attitude. 

The sight gave him courage and confidence. The worst 
ordeal was past now, and, if he could but gain half an 
hour's start, he need not fear recapture. In the first flush 
of his triumph, he gave no thought to other perils that 
might lie in wait for him in the darkness and solitude of 
the wilderness. 

Garth listened a moment, but the only sound that came 
to his ears was the dull roar of the torrent. Then, with 
the heavy satchels swaying from each side, he turned the 
angle of the rocks and went rapidly up the center of the 
ravine. Before he had taken twenty steps the dim light 
faded away, and the steep wooded banks of the ravine 
plunged the path in utter darkness. 

This was something that Garth had not bargained for, 
and it made him feel a little depressed. 

"It's no use to try to find the way in such blackness," 
he muttered. "If I don't strike light pretty soon, ni have 
to find a good hiding-place and lie still until morning. I 
must get at least a mile or two away from this ravine, 
though." 

He went on with rapid but cautious steps, holding his 
hands out in front of him. It was impossible to discern 
either bank of the ravine, but he knew by the steepness 
of the path that he was keeping in the proper direction. 

Suddenly he heard a sharp, crackling noise just ahead 
of him, as though some oiv^ "VvaiA. ^v^v"^^ ^"^ "^ *c^ t?wt^. 
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He stopped instantly, shivering with a horrible fear that 
he could not control. 

He dared not turn back, and it seemed equally perilous 
to advance. But when the sound was not repeated, he 
plucked up courage and told himself that the danger ex- 
isted only in his imagination. He advanced half a dozen 
paces, reaching forward into the darkness with both 
hands. 

The next step brought his foot in contact with some- 
thing large and soft, and the sudden fright paralyzed 
every nerve and muscle. Before he could spring back- 
ward, or to one side, his ankle was seized in a grip like 
iron, and a tremendous jerk landed him on top of his 
unknown assailant. 

Almost involuntarily a hoarse cry broke from Garth's 
lips as he fell. An instinct of self-defense led him to 
struggle desperately with hands and feet, but the superior 
weight and strength of his antagonist quickly overpow- 
ered him. He uttered another ringing cry, as a brawny 
hand clutched his throat. He caught his antagonist's 
other arm with both hands, and held to it frantically as 
he struggled in vain to rise. 

Garth heard the labored, panting breath of his unseen 
enemy, and felt it blowing hot on his face. His own 
breath was cut oflF by the pressure on his windpipe, and 
the agonies of suflFocation crowded fast upon him. His 
brain felt as though it would burst, and his struggles 
grew feebler and fainter. In vain he writhed and 
twisted. His merciless enemy only tightened the grip of 
his muscular fingers. 

Thus face to face with death, the lad's emotions were 
horrible. The suflFocating pains now gave way to a dizzy 
stupor that was the forerunner of unconsciousness. His 
limbs relaxed, and he lay perfectly s\S\. 
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Then, like the misty happenings of a dream, he heard 
voices and clattering footsteps, and saw a yellow light 
gleaming through the darkness. The pressure on his 
throat was suddenly removed, and a heavy weight was 
lifted from his body. He heard his assailant fleeing 
swiftly up the ravine, and, glancing in the opposite direc- 
tion, he met the blinding glare of a lantern. He was too 
weak and stupefied to dream of escape, even had it been 
possible. As he struggled to a sitting position, gasping 
painfully for breath, the lantern came flashing to the 
spot, and he saw bending over him the amazed and angry 
faces of Leary and Fenn. 

"We've got him," cried the latter, "thanks to that 
sneaking devil of a Canadian. But where is the money?" 

"Here it is," exclaimed Leary, "safe and sound. What 
luck !" 

He snatched at the satchels, and tore them away with 
such force that Garth's coat came off with the straps. 

"Let's send a shot or two after that scoundrel," sug- 
gested Fenn. "It may teach him a lesson, and keep him 
away from us in future." 

"He's more likely to send a shot after us, if we loiter 
here," muttered Leary. "The rascal is not to be trifled 
with. Come, we must get back to the rocks." 

They lifted Garth to his feet, and began to drag him 
roughly down the ravine. They had barely started, when 
a rifle-shot was fired from the darkness behind them. 

The ball whizzed close by Leary's head, and, with a 
muttered curse, he blew out the lantern. 

Several more shots were fired, but the darkness pre- 
vented their taking eflFect. The burglars safely gained 
the rocks with their recaptured prisoner, and darted into 
the cleft. 

Their first act was to bind Garth more tightly than 
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before, and pitch him roughly into the farthest comer, 
rhen they examined their rifles, and crouched down near 
the mouth of the passage. It was evident that they had 
some fear of an attack. For half an hour they did not 
stir, and during that time not a sound passed their lips. 

Meanwhile Garth looked on in sullen silence. His 
heart was filled with bitter rage and despair. To be 
dragged back to captivity when freedom was so nearly 
within his grasp was a hard blow. 

Perhaps he was a little unreasonable, for it did not oc- 
cur to him that the prompt arrival of the burglars had 
saved him from suffocation. What mainly troubled him 
now was the conviction that he would be punished for his 
attempt to escape with the money. But after a while he 
felt in better spirits. 

"They won't dare to injure me now," he reflected, "be- 
cause they depend on me to show them the way to the 
railroad. If I do that they'll likely let me go. I won't 
get another chance at the money, though. That's cer- 
tain." 

Here Garth's speculations came to an end, for his cap- 
tors relaxed their vigilance, and crept farther into the 
cleft. 

"We won't be attacked to-night," said Leary. "The 
rascal knows that we will keep a sharp lookout until 
morning, and he also knows that we have a sort of a natu- 
ral fortress down here." 

"That's what I thought in the first place," replied Fenn ; 
"but you were so bent on watching for an attack that I 
didn't care to interfere." 

"Well, there's no harm done," said Leary, with a laugh. 
Turning to Garth, he added: "Look here, lad, did you 
know that the fellow who had a grip on your windpipe 
was your old enemy, the Canadian half-breed ?" 
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"I didn't see him," replied Garth ; "but I suspected it 
was Carteret." 

"That's who it was/' declared Leary. "We saw him 
plainly enough as he made off. How did you happen to 
stumble on him ?" 

Garth related the adventure with some hesitation, but 
the narrative did not seem to anger his hearers. 

"It's plain as daylight," commented Leary. "The half- 
breed was sneaking down here to rob and murder us. 
When he heard some one coming he dropped flat on the 
ground, and it was by pure chance that the lad stumbled 
on him." 

"I don't believe he was after the money," replied Fenn. 
"He must have discovered that we rescued the lad from 
the panther, and his object in dogging our trail was pure 
revenge. Don't you think that's the way of it ?" 

The final remark was addressed to Garth. 

"I think Carteret was after revenge and the money, 
too," said the lad. "I have no doubt that the shot which 
killed the panther brought him back to the spot, and that 
he overheard enough of your conversation to learn what 
was in the satchels." 

The burglars seemed a little startled by this confident 
opinion. 

"You're right, lad," declared Leary. "The half-breed 
was undoubtedly bent on murder and robbery, and he 
would have accomplished both but for your attempt to 
escape. On that score we're going to overlook what you 
tried to do, and will say no more about it. The original 
agreement is still in effect. But, mark you, at the least 
sign of treachery on your part I'll shoot you through the 
head as coolly as I would a dog. There must be no more 
rash attempts to escape. Do you understand ?" 
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"Yes, I understand," replied Garth, in a low voice. 'Til 
guide you to the railroad." 

"Much good his guiding is going to do us now," grum- 
bled Fenn. "We've got this devil of a half-breed on our 
track, and it's ten to one he gets the money in the end. 
He has every advantage of us, too. When daylight 
comes we've got to hunt a fording place over this river, 
and what will be easier for the rascal than to pick us off 
with a rifle from under cover. We're caught in a beastly 
trap, and I'd gladly give half of that swag if we were 
well out of it." 

"That's you, always looking on the dark side," remon- 
strated Leary. "We're not caught so badly as you think. 
I'll admit that we would be in a pretty bad pickle if we 
stayed here until morning, but that's just what I don't 
intend to do. I'm going to cross the river before day- 
light, and right at this spot, too." 

"Are you, though?" asked Fenn. "And how will you 
do it?" 

Before Leary could reply, a long, shuddering whistle 
was borne from a great distance on the still night air. It 
rang clearly above the dash of the river's current, and 
finally died away in echoes. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE BURGLARS UNMASK. 

The shrill sound rather mystified the burglars, to judge 
from the rapt attention with which they listened to it, and 
the puzzled expression that appeared on their faces when 
the last echo had died out. 

**What caused that outlandish racket?" exclaimed 
Leary. *'It was a strange thing to hear in the midst of a 
wilderness." 

Fenn burst into a hearty laugh. 

"Don't you know ?" he cried. "Why, it was the whistle 
of a locomotive^ of course. What else could it be ?" 

"Is that true, lad?" demanded Leary of Garth. "Are 
we so near the railroad?" 

"We must be," replied Garth, "for what we heard was 
certainly the whistle of a passing train. But remember 
that sound travels far on a still night." 

"I know it does," assented Leary ; "but with all dtie i|ln i 
lowance for that fact the railroad can't be more thaiiifif^: ? 
or six miles distant." ( ^ \ 

Fenn rubbed his hands gleefully together. 

"Five or six miles?" he muttered, in a low tone, as 
though talking to himself. "Why, ttatt'K jpothing at all. 
We'll soon be there with the nicmcjrj wwl'lfidi?^" 

He left the sentence unfinished.' v. .^t " 

"I hope you are satisfied now,"-: i«iW Garth. "If you 
push straight ahead after crossing the river you will strike 
the Canadian Pacific in an hour or two. Is it necessary to 
take me with you the rest of the way? Can't you let 
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me go when we get on the other side of the stream ? I Ve 
carried out my part of the contract as well as I could." 

Neither of the burglars replied at first. They glanced 
at each other in a deeply significant manner. Fenn 
seemed to detect a mute question in his companion's 
glance, for he nodded his head slightly. Then a strange 
thing occurred. 

Leary suddenly began to bristle with suppressed pas- 
sion. He clenched his hands vindictively, as though he 
had an enemy in his grasp. His eyes blazed, his lips 
worked uneasily, and his forehead became corrugated 
with angry wrinkles. Uttering a snarling sound, he 
stepped forward and seized Garth by the shoulder. His 
fingers closed on it like a vise, causing intense pain. 

"Yes; youVe carried out your part of the contract," 
he muttered. "It won't be necessary to take you with 
us any further. We'll part company with you right here. 
You contemptible fool ! Did you suppose for one moment 
that we intended to fulfill our promise? Did you think 
that we had forgotten and forgiven the way you thwarted 
our plans — the way you dogged us from point to point — 
the eflForts you made to shoot us and to rob us of our 
money? You remember the oath I swore in the bank 
cellar that night. Well, the time has come to keep it. 
You might have been deceived Jt little longer but for the 
whistle of that passing train. Now the mask is off. We 
need you no longer. We can reach the railroad without 
your guidance, and about the time your death agonies 
begin we will be speeding miles away on some freight or 
passenger train." 

Do you intend to show no mercy?" demanded Garth. 
It is useless to ask for mercy," snarled the ruffian. 
You will only waste your breath. But it is not at our 
hands that you will meet death. We shall leave you 
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here, bound hand and foot, and at daylight your old 
enemy, the half-breed, will find you. We can safely trust 
him to carry out our revenge and his at the same time." 

The harsh, pitiless words left Garth no room for hope. 
He knew that it was all up with him. He would have 
pleaded yet again, but before he could siunmon the words 
to his lips Leary thrust a wad of coarse cloth into his 
mouth, effectually gagging his voice. 

"What's the use of that?" inquired Fenn. 

"There are different reasons," was the reply. "I wish 
to make sure, for one thing, that he will perish of starva- 
tion, or by the teeth of wild beasts in case the half-breed 
should fail to find him. If he had the use of his voice 
he might attract the attention of some passing trapper or 
of his friends." 

"That's so," muttered Fenn. "You've always got your 
eyes open for the last chance. And now about that 
scheme of yours for crossing the river. What is it? 
There's not much time left till daylight." 

"Have patience," returned Leary. "I will tell you 
when I come back. Keep your ears open in case I call 
for help." 

Picking up his rifle, he crawled out of the passage on 
hands and knees, and disappeared. 

Ten minutes dragged slowly by. Garth suffered mental 
torture as he contemplated the fate that awaited him. 
He suffered physically, too, for the thongs were pressing 
deeply into his flesh, and the gag made breathing difficult 
and painful. Fenn divided his attention between the 
prisoner and the mouth of the passage. 

After an absence of fifteen minutes, Leary returned. 

"Stalking an enemy in the dark is not much to my 
liking," he remarked, as he wiped great beads of perspira- 
tion from his face. ''I was in constant fear of getting a 
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bullet through me. I found out what I wanted, though. 
I am satisfied that the half-breed is not within fifty yards 
of us. No doubt he is lying in ambush at the head of 
the ravine, expecting us to pass there at dawQ. He thinks 
that we are in a trap, and that we must return through 
the ravine in order to find some easy place to cross the 
river." 

"And he's about right," muttered Fenn, who was evi- 
dently incredulous of his companion's promises. 

"You'll alter your opinion after a while," calmly replied 
Leary. "Come, it's time we were at work ! Don't make 
more noise than you can help. Perfect silence is needed 
to make my plan a success." 

He vouchsafed no further information. Lifting 
Garth lightly in his arms, he strode out of the cleft. Fenn 
picked up the satchels and the guns, and followed. 

Leary turned down the ravine, and halted behind a big 
rock that stood within six feet of the river's brink. He 
propped Garth upright against a rock. Fenn dropped the 
satchels and the gtms beside him. 

"Keep a watch on the money, lad," he remarked, sneer- 
ingly. "You're welcome to carry it oflF, if you can." 

Garth paid no attention to this taunt. He was curious 
to know what the burglars intended to do, and he took 
advantage of the dim light to gaze about him. 

Directly in front of the rock the river shore had 
crumbled or been washed away, and in the little harbor 
thus formed the water floated in calm eddies, safe from 
the swirling current further out. . 

On the lower side of the ravine, where the precipitous 
cliflF abutted on the torrent, lay a great mass of driftwood, 
the accumulation of many spring and autumn freshets. 
Amid this were numerous logs and trunks of trees, rang- 
ing variously in size. 
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Garth divined Leary's purpose, even before the latter 
approached the drift. Fenn also suspected it, and joined 
his comrade. 

"You are going to make a raft?" he questioned. 

"That is my intention," replied Leary. "There are 
plenty of logs here of the size that we want, and I have 
enough rope to bind them together." 

"But do you think we can get safely across? The 
current is terrific, and there must be rapids not far below." 

"I could see no rapids within a quarter of a mile when 
I looked last evening," replied Leary. "In that distance 
we ought to be able to make fifty yards across the cur- 
rent, strong as it is. The only danger is from submerged 
rocks, and by a little skill we can avoid them. Bear a 
hand here now. We will carry the logs up to that little 
eddy, and put the raft together there." 

Fenn had nothing more to say. He pitched into the 
work with a will. 

For half an hour the men toiled like beavers. Scarcely 
a sound was heard as they overhauled the mass of drift 
for suitable logs, and carried them, one by one, to the 
pool in front of the rock. When they had transported 
enough for their purpose, Leary crept up the ravine on a 
reconnoitering expedition^ and returned in ten minutes 
with the announcement that he could find no trace of the 
half-breed. He was probably still in ambush at the head 
of the ravine. 

"I'd like to see his face when he creeps down here in 
the morning and finds us gone," said Fenn. 

Garth shuddered. He knew well what would happen 
then, and on whom Tig Carteret would wreak his baffled 
fury and disappointment. 

Leary observed the lad's agitation. 

"You'll shiver more than that by an3 by/' he snarled. 
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"You don't deserve any mercy, or I would put a bullet 
through your head. The half-breed shall do his worst 
with you." 

Garth closed his eyes and leaned back against the rock, 
faint and dizzy. 

The merciless ruffians now proceeded to the second part 
of their task. Wading thigh-deep into the water, they 
floated the logs into position, and bound them together 
with many folds of rope. The operation required some 
time, and when it was completed the first flush of dawn 
had begun to glow in the eastern skies. 

"Not a minute to spare," muttered Leary. "We must 
be oflP at once. Wait ; I had better test the raft." 

As he climbed upon it an ominous crack was heard, and 
the logs spread apart at one end. 

"One of the ropes has parted," cried Fenn, with an 
angry curse. "What shall we do?" 

"I have another piece," replied Leary. "Pull the logs 
together, quick ! It won't take long to mend the break/' 

As he drew the rope from his pocket and hurriedly un- 
coiled it, the silence was broken by the angry crack of a 
rifle midway up the ravine. A husky yell and a clamor 
of voices and a rush of footsteps followed. A second 
shot was heard — then another and another. The red 
flashes blazed through the darkness of the ravine. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

A CUVER RUSE. 

At the first alarm the burglars sprang ashore, not for- 
getting to drag the dismembered raft to a safe position. 
They snatched their rifles and peered cautiously around 
the comer of the rock. They doubtless had their sus- 
picions of what the shooting meant. To Garth's mind 
the conviction was a certainty. How he longed for the 
use of his voice at that moment! 

"Of all bad luck, this is the worst," snarled Leary. 
"To think that we should be interrupted at such a time. 
It will talje ten minutes' labor to finish the raft." 

I'd like to throttle this young reptile," replied Fenn. 
He's given us no end of trouble, and now, just when 
we're getting out of the scrape, here come his friends 
after him." 

"You're right," assented Leary. "But the odds are 
still in our favor. His friends have run foul of the half- 
breed, and have got him cooped between us and them. 
They haven't the least idea that we are in the neighbor- 
hood, and we must try to keep them in ignorance of the 
fact. Watch sharp now, while I repair the raft." 

Leary returned to the water, and began to bind the logs 
skillfully together. Fenn squatted by the angle of the 
rock, rifle in hand. 

Meanwhile the firing and clamor had ceased, and the 
ravine was shrouded in silence. The flush of dawn 

Spread further over liht sV:j> ^xA ^^AttalVj the trees, and 
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the rocks, and the river stood out distinctly from the 
shadows. 

But before Leary's work was half completed the storm 
that had been brewing in quietude broke out again. 
From the steep hill that bordered the upper portion of the 
river came a clattering noise followed by a dull crash. 
A stone, dislodged by some one, had rolled down into 
the ravine. The identity of that some one was easy to 
guess. Carteret, knowing that he was caught between 
two fires, was attempting to escape over the bluff. 

The falling stone betrayed him to his enemies in the 
rear. They hastened down the ravine, and in all proba- 
bility they caught sight of the fugitive, for two or three 
shots were fired. Far up the hill side a rustling noise was 
heard, and an avalanche of debris came rattling to the 
bottom. The crack of a rifle followed, and then all was 
stili. Carteret had gained the summit of the bluflF, and 
was beyond pursuit. 

For a moment or two the silence was unbroken. Garth 
listened with strained ears, and Fenn peered anxiously 
around the rock. Leary stopped work, and his face shone 
with triumphant satisfaction. 

We'll come out of this all right," he whispered. 
Now that the half-breed has escaped, his pursuers will 
either turn back^ or climb the bluff after him." 

But Leary had failed to include one thing in his calcu- 
lations. Just then a voice, husky with alarm, rang out 
from a short distance up the ravine: 

"I don't see anything of Garth. He must be dead." 

"Fm afraid so," answered another voice. "He was not 
-vith Carteret when he climbed the hill, that's certain." 

"The murderer must be caught," chimed in a third. 
"Don't you think we can overtake Vvim, ^c^iO^^E^SiT 
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Here the conversation sank lower, and the Ojibway's 
gruflf accents could be distinguished. 

Garth, lying bound and speechless behind the rock, felt 
as though he was on the verge of madness. He strained 
every nerve to break his bonds, and bit at the cruel gag 
until his lips bled. His friends were close by, and in 
another minute they woifld go away and leave him to 
his fate. If only he could call to them, and tell them 
where he was ! 

He glanced at Leary and Fenn, and their gloating, ma- 
licious faces made his blood boil with passion. He tried 
to cry out, and the desperate effort forced the gag par- 
tially between his lips. He drove his tongue against it, 
and pressed harder and harder. One more effort — and 
then victory. With a gurgling noise the gag flew clear 
out of his mouth. 

Garth felt dizzy with joy, but he did not waste a second 
of his precious opportunity. 

"Help! help!" he shouted at the top of his voice; 
"Norry and Andy, help! I'm down here by the water. 
The burglars have " 

The poor lad could say no more, for like a flash Fenn 
stood over him, and dealt him a terrific blow in the face. 
He was knocked back against the rock, and when he re- 
covered from the smarting pain the gag was thrust far 
into his mouth. 

He was dizzy and half blinded. One eye was partially 
closed, and drops of warm blood were trickling from his 
nose. Glancing around, he saw his captors crouching 
behind the rock — one at each comer, rifle in hand, and 
each was glancing stealthily up the ravine, whence came 
the tramp of feet and hoarse, excited voices. It was 
nearly daylight now. To the eastward the horizon was 
ruddy with the glow of the unseen sun. 
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Garth waited in terrible suspense. Would he be res- 
cued, or would the burglars succeed in driving his friends 
back? 

Crack! went Leary's rifle, and the echo reverberated 
through the ravine. 

"I fired too soon, and missed him," he exclaimed. "It 
was that copper-faced rascal." 

"You mean the Indian," replied Fenn, from the oppo- 
site angle of the rock. "I saw him, too, but you were 
too quick for me. Ah! there's a head peeping through 
the bushes. Here goes." 

He pulled trigger, and watched anxiously for the smoke 
to lift. 

"Fm as bad as you," he muttered. "My arm can't be 
very steady." 

Just then the ravine echoed with a volley of shots, fired 
in rapid succession. The burglars ducked their heads 
and escaped injury. Some of the bullets flattened against 
the rock ; others ricocheted over the surface of the river. 

"Malediction on the rascals," snarled Leary. Rising 
to his feet, he poked his head above the top of the rock. 
"I warn you to stop firing and to come no closer," he 
shouted at the full strength of his voice. "If another shot 
is fired, or a single one of you comes a step nearer, we will 
kill our prisoner. We mean exactly what we say. We 
are desperate men, and it won't pay you to trifle with us." 

"That's the stuflF!" muttered Fenn, approvingly. 

There was a moment's silence, during which Garth's 
heart throbbed with painful intensity. Then came the 
reply, in a ringing voice: 

"We refuse to accept any such condition. Hand over 
your prisoner, and we will let you alone. It will be all 
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the worse for you if you refuse. We have you in a trap, 
and you can't escape." 

Have you?" answered Leary, in a sneering tone. 
You may learn something else before long. We intend 
to hold on to our prisoner. Come and take him, if you 
dare." 

No response followed this bold speech, but rustling 
footsteps were heard a moment later. They gjew more 
indistinct, and finally died away. The burglars fired half 
a dozen shots up the ravine, evidently hoping to accelerate 
the retreat of their enemies. 

Garth was almost oblivious to what was going on. The 
clear, defiant words that had floated down the ravine still 
rang in his ears. They amazed and startled him — ^not be- 
cause of their import, but because of the voice that ut- 
tered them. It was surely Clyde who had spoken — Clyde, 
his lost friend, who lay dead and mangled in the valley. 
How could he be mistaken in those familiar accents ? 

"Bah ! My mind is wandering," he muttered to him- 
self. "Clyde is dead. He could not be here. It was 
Norry or Andy who spoke." 

The puzzling problem was now banished from Garth's 
thoughts by the conversation of his captors. They had 
just fired a volley up the ravine, and their rifles still 
smoked as they turned away from the angles of the rock. 

"That was a pretty bold bluff," said Leary ; "but it will 
give us just the advantage we need. While our friends 
are keeping quiet and holding a conference we will g^ve 
them the sUp." 

"Is the raft ready?" asked Fenn. 

"It will do. We can't waste any more time on it. 
Keep a sharp watch on the ravine until I call out" 
'VVnd how about tiae ^tVsotv^tT' 



1 



A Clever Ruse. 219 

"You will see before long," replied Leary, with a grim 
smile, as he picked up the satchels. 

Garth heard^ and he shuddered. He knew that his 
time had come, and that nothing could avert his fate. 
What form it would assume he could only conjecture. 

Leary slipped one of the satchels over his shoulder, and 
fastened the other on Fenn. He pushed the raft clear of 
the shore, so that it floated quietly on the water. He 
returned, and lifted Garth in his arms. As he reached 
the water's edge with his burden a shrill voice rang out 
from the cliflf on the lower side of the ravine : 

"I see them. They're the very men who robbed Cud- 
lip's bank. They've got Garth with them, and they're 
putting him on a raft. They'll be oflF in a minute. I 
can't shoot for fear of hitting Garth." 

Fenn uttered a savage oath, and pointed his rifle in 
the direction from which the voice came. Then he low- 
ered it. 

"No use," he exclaimed. "The rascal is hidden behind 
the trees. Wait a second. Perhaps I can get a shot." 

Voices and footsteps were heard up the ravine. The 
spy on the hillside retreated toward the base under cover 
of the rocks and trees. 

"Come on, you fool !" yelled Leary, savagely. "Do you 
want to spoil our last chance?" 

He sprang aboard the raft, and placed Garth on the 
side nearest shore. He seized a slab of wood, and began 
to paddle lustily. The raft was already moving out of 
the eddy when Fenn leaped on board with an agile spring. 
As it struck the swift current and plunged dizzily down- 
stream with a swirling motion, both men threw them- 
selves flat behind Garth. 

A moment later the O jib way and his three companions 
dashed to the mouth of the ravme. ^Vv^"^ ^i^x^^\nk>\.^'^> 
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for the burglars were eflFectually screened by Garth's 
body. With hoarse cries they watched the raft speeding 
away on the current. Garth heard his friends, but he 
could not see them. His face was turned in the opposite 
direction. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

It was now broad daylight. The raft, left to its own 

volition, hugged the shore pretty closely. Its motion 

ip^as rapid, and it swayed constantly from side to side. 

Several times it bumped a submerged rock and the waves. 

Y'broke over the logs. Garth was drenched from head to 

i^X)t, and he expected nothing less than to be pitched off. 

Th e burglars also received a soaking, but they did not 

fjart^. rise from their recumbent positions. 

AO length, when the raft had drifted around a slight 

curve, they ventured to sit up. Finding that the mouth 

of the ravine was no longer in sight, they began to paddle 

across the current with all their might. 

\ The rivei* was smooth and deep jtist here, else they 

I might have foJi^^^d the undertaking impossible. As it was, 

V they had a sevOre struggle with the clumsy craft, which 

(refused to obey iheir paddle strokes. Finally they ran 
it into a wooded cove on the opposite shore, and the for- 
ward end grated on d shallow bar. 
Fenn sprang ashore, a\nd Leary followed with the guns. 
"Here we are, safe and sound," exclaimed the former, 
exultantly. "We've outwitted our enemies nicely. I 
don't see a sign of them. They've left the mouth of the 

ravine." 

"Probably to hunt a fording place," replied Leary. 
"We must push on to the railroad as fast as possible." 

"And what about our prisoner?" 
I "I'll fix him/' was the answer, spoketi m ^ ^n^.'?,^\vnss.- 

f 
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"There are rapids down here below the curve. Do you 
hear the water roaring over the rocks?" 

"Yes ; plainly," replied Fenn. "Ah I I know now what 
you intend to do. It will be a neat way to square ac- 
counts. Hurry up, though." 

Leary smiled grimly. He waded knee-deep to the sidv- 
of the raft and leaned over Garth, surveying him for an 
instant with an evil, gloating expression. 

"We must part company, my lad !" he whispered, ? " V- 
ingly. "Your path lies in one direction — ours in aftaSier. 
We are going back to civilization to enjoy the w^ialth o f 
which you tried to rob us. You are going — ^to <> "*a m 
death. The rapids are waiting for you. Would yf*i Ijj^e 
me to cut your bonds and take the gag from your Dips? 
No doubt you would, but I have no intention of 'doing 
so. A safe and prosperous voyage to you." 

With both arms Leary drove the raft outw^jrd . Jt was 
quickly caught by the current and whirled do( j rtream. 

The ruffian joined his companion, and for ?i few seconds 
both watched the helpless captive whom ^'^ ^y had launched 
on the journey to death. Then they ••'ii'^ed away and 
vanished among the trees. 

The impetus given the raft carried^ it well toward mid- 
stream. Then it settled down to a steady rate of speed, 
borne along on the current like^ a chip on a mill-race. 
Garth felt sick with horror. 

No tongue or pen can describe the emotions that surged 
through his brain during the next few moments. The 
angry roar of the rapids rang nearer and shriller in his 
ears. He knew that death was very dose. 

His brain grew hot as fire, and in a fierce paroxysm 
of madness and despair he tried vainly to break his bonds 
and to spit the gag itom VC\s taowsQci. Twojl ^N^Rs^^s^^d a 
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sort of stupor. His limbs relaxed, and he lay perfectly 
still, weak and dizzy. 

The roar of the falls was now as hoarse and thunderous 
as an Alpine avalanche. The channel grew turbulent and 
foamy, and the heaving current spun the raft incessantly 
round and round. Garth had by turns a glipipse up the 
river, and of either shore, and a hasty peep at the black, 
outcropping rpcks which marked the verge of the falls. 
X nd was very near now, but his dazed mind no longer 
gra. *td the fact with such shuddering horror. He won- 
dered *f death by drowning was painful. He thought of 
hor ' and friends, and of many forgotten incidents of his 
past fe. He watched the shifting panorama of rocks, 
and trees, and water with stupid and half incredulous 
eyes — ^as one who beholds such scenes in a dream. 

Hoarse shouts and a crashing of bushes now rose above 
the brawl of the rapids. Suddenly a lad burst from the 
forest on le right-hand shore, and ran to the water's 
edge. The raft was a short distance above him, and he 
uttered a frai '^c cry as he tore off his shoes and jacket. 

Just then the ft swung around, and like a flash Garth's 
dream-like stv^x)r was broken. His heart thrilled with 
hope as he recognized Andy, and saw him plunge head- 
first into the swirling current. 

The suspense of the next few moments was awful. 
Garth struggled between hope and despair. The rapids 
were just ahead now. The logs creaked and groaned as 
the angry waves tried to tear them from their fastenings. 

Suddenly, with a bump and a splash, some one clam- 
bered upon the raft. A joyful shout rang in Garth's ears. 
He saw Andy bending over him, an open knife in his '. 
hand. 
. "Don't despair," cried the brave lad. "I'll ^^n^ ^^m!' 

Snap/ snap! went the cords, as t5i% Vfeexv \^^^^ ^^?^^^^ 
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them. Now Garth's arms were free; now his ankles; 
now the cruel gag was wrenched from his mouth. He 
made a feeble effort to speak as he struggled upright 

A second later the raft plunged into the rapids. It 
went instantly to pieces on the cruel rocks, and the two \ 
lads disappeared amid foam and spray, locked tightly 
together. 

When they came to the surface, far down the channel, 
Andy still had hold of his helpless comrade. He struck 
out bravely for shore, and gained a quiet pool just as 
his companions reached the spot. 

Rescuer and rescued were soon in safety, and Garth's 
joy and surprise may be imagined when Clyde rushed 
forward and threw his arms about him. More than one 
tear was shed in the presence of that happy reunion. 

Norry had a small flask of brandy in his pocket, and a 
few drops of the fiery liquor had a marvelous effect on 
Garth and Andy. Their dripping clothes were squeezed 
as dry as possible, and then mutual explanations and ad- 
ventures were told. Garth was deeply thrilled by Clyde's 
story, and his own narrative caused a sensation. 

Even Toboggan was roused from his usual stolidity. 
He told of the long tramp through the forest after leaving 
the precipice — how by means of the dead panther and 
other signs he had kept to the right track. A bullet hole 
through the fleshy part of his arm was the result of Car- 
teret's first shot in the ravine. 

"But how did you get down here so soon?" asked 
Garth. 

'^Easily enough," replied Andy. "We simply cut off 
the bend in the river by scrambling over the top of the 
hill. We expected to intercept the burglars, but we had 
no idea of finding you in such a scrape. It was a close 
call/' 
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Garth shivered^ and his hand involuntarily rested on 
Andy's arm. 

"Well, what next ?" exclaimed Norry. "Can't we cap- 
ture that murderous half-breed?" 

"Not much hope of that," answered Clyde. "He is far 
away by this time. We stand a better chance of over-, 
taking the burglars, if we can find a way to cross the 
river. The bloody ruffians don't deserve to escape with 
all that money." 

This suggestion was eagerly approved. Not a dissent- 
ing voice was raised, though all of the party were hungry 
and exhausted, and greatly in need of sleep. Nor was 
the danger of the proposed pursuit taken into considera- 
tion. 

Toboggan was as eager as the others. He said that 
a fording place could doubtless be found within a short 
distance. Some provisions were fortunately left, and the 
meager supply was divided and eaten. 

Meanwhile Garth rubbed his stiffened limbs with 
brandy until the muscles were in good trim for walking. 

No further time was lost, for the sun was already high 
above the forest. The weary little band trooped in single 
file along the river shore, and less than a quarter of a 
mile below the rapids they found a likely looking spot — 
a broad stretch of rippling water, dotted with rocks and 
gravel bars. Toboggan plunged fearlessly in, and led his 
companions to the opposite bank through water that was 
in no place more than three feet deep. They shook them- 
selves off, like drenched dogs, and then hastened up 
stream to the spot where Garth and his captors had parted 
company. 

The rest was necessarily guess work, since there was 
no time to pry here and there for such slight evidence 
as the burglars might have left in their advance toward 
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the railroad. Toboggan led the way, and for nearly two 
hours the weary lads tramped through a dense forest, 
toilmg up one hill and down another. 

Finally came more level ground, and now they skirted 
what was evidently a stream of considerable size and 
volume — no doubt another of Lake Wabalong's tribu- 
taries. It lay deep down in a gorge, and occasionally, 
through the heavy undergrowth, the boys caught a 
glimpse of the flashing water. 

The O jib way turned neither to right nor left. He went 
straight on with the steadfastness of one who is certain 
of the way. For the most part, he kept within even 
distance of the brink of the gorge. 

At length he turned off at an angle, moving now with 
a slight access of caution. A moment later the path 
descended a little, and the boys floundered through heavy 
undergrowth and stones. 

Suddenly the O jib way stopped. He parted the screen 
of bushes with his hands, and beckoned the others to ap- 
proach. They quickly stood by his side, gazing upon an 
unexpected — ^but none the less welcome — scene. Twenty 
feet below them, down a rocky declivity, lay the rails and 
sleepers of the Canadian Pacific Railway. To the west- 
ward the track vanished around a sharp curve. Fifty 
yards to the east it crossed the foaming torrent — ^which 
was now seen to be wide and deep— by a lofty trestle- 
work bridge of wood and iron; then, as in the opposite 
direction, it was lost to sight around a curve. From 
where the boys stood there was quite a perceptible down 
grade toward the bridge. 
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For a moment no one spoke. All eyes gazed intently 
up and down the track. Not a sound could be heard ex- 
cept the brawling of the stream as it dashed beneath the 
trestle ; not a creature was in sight. 

** Where are the burglars?" exclaimed Garth. "They 
can't have made their escape, for we heard no train." 

*Terhaps they are beyond that curve there, or have 
crossed the bridge in the other direction," replied Norry. 
"At all events, they can't be far away." 

**Me go look," muttered Toboggan. "Boys keep quiet. 
Stay right here." 

But before the O jib way could move a startling and 
unexpected thing happened. 

With a rumble and clatter a small hand-car dashed 
around the curve to the westward and came whirling 
down the grade toward the bridge. Seated upon it were 
Leary and Fenn. 

The two burglars were coolly scanning the track ahead 
of them. Satchels and rifles lay by their side. They 
had evidently found the car on some side-switch, where 
it had been left by the track hands, and the opportunity 
of escape thus presented was too valuable to be despised. 

The car thundered on, the weight of its passengers add- 
ing constantly to its speed on the heavy down grade. It 
was close at hand before the startled lads could make 
up their minds what to do. It was too late to climb 
down the bluff; nor could they, in that event, have 
checked the car in its mad rusVi. 
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But some one else was keenly on the watch — some one 
whose presence in the vicinity was undreamed of by either 
the burglars or the lads. Midway between the latter and 
the bridge a commotion was seen in the bushes that bor* 
dered the track. 

Then the tall form of Tig Carteret suddenly appeared. 
He lifted his rifle, took aim at the advancing truck, and 
fired. As the report rang out, Leary clapped his hand 
to his breast and reeled to one side with a sharp cry. 
Fenn snatched his rifle, but, before he could make use of 
it, he was knocked prostrate by Carteret, who sprang 
fairly onto the truck the instant it came abreast of him. 
Leary joined in the struggle, mortally wounded though 
he was, and the three men were locked in a tight embrace 
as the car rumbled on toward the bridge. 

But a merited and deadly retribution was even then 
looming over the ruffians, though its mutterings were as 
yet stifled by the roar of the torrent 

Just as the truck sped out upon the trestle-work a shrill 
whistle echoed through the forest, and around the sharp 
curve to the eastward dashed a train of freight cars, mov- 
ing at full speed. With horrified eyes the O jib way and 
his companions watched the distance between the hand- 
car and train rapidly lessen. 

An instant later came the crash, midway on the trestle. 
The ponderous locomotive struck the frail obstacle, lifted 
it in air, and flung it lightly to one side. Down went the 
truck with its human freight — down amid the raging 
waters and submerged rocks. 

The train rumbled on with decreasing speed, and when 
it finally came to a full stop the caboose was directly 
opposite Toboggan and his companions. They scrambled 
down the bluflF, and ran forward in company with several 
of the trainmen. 
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At risk of life and limb they scaled the side of the 
gorge, and when they reached the water's edge they were 
just in time to see Fenn scramble out on the opposite 
bank of the stream some fifty yards or more below the 
bridge. He was empty-handed, and half his clothes had 
been torn off him by the rocks and waves. He glanced 
despairingly around him, and then quickly vanished in 
the forest. Doubtless his companions were at the bot- 
tom of the stream with the truck and the bags of money. 

The trainmen were briefly acquainted with the facts, 
and they expressed more concern for the lost treasure 
than for the fate of the burglar and the half-breed. 

"The money is gone forever/' declared the freight con- 
ductor. "The water out there is thirty feet deep, and the 
current is like greased lightning. Well, it's no concern 
of ours. We've got to pull out of here pretty quick, for 
we're running behind time as it is." 

He climbed the bank with his companions, and the 
others followed slowly. The boys were depressed and 
horrified by the awful catastrophe they had just witnessed, 
though they knew that the two miscreants well deserved 
the fate that had overtaken them. 

A moment later the train started, and hardly had it 
vanished beyond the curve when the Ojibway's sharp 
eyes detected one of the satchels swinging from the center 
of the bridge. It took him but a moment to reach the 
spot, and he returned in safety with the prize. The boys 
were considerably elated to find that they had in their 
possession the sum of nine thousand dollars in gold and 
bank notes, and they felt well repaid for all their trials and 
adventures. 

There was little hope of capturing Fenn, and they coa- 
cluded not to make the attempt TVvey seaxAv^^^ ^C8» 
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of the river for a distance of half a mile, hoping to (oA jM 
the bodies of Leary and Carteret. 

The quest proved vain, so they turned off into the forest 
and chose a camping place about a mile from the railroad. |q 
Toboggan shot a few birds, which he cooked over a wood 
fire. They were eaten with a relish in spite of the ab- 
sence of salt and pepper. 

On soft beds of pine boughs the weary little band slept 
through the balance of the day and well into the night. 

Morning found them vigorous and refreshed, and be- 
fore sunrise they were on the march. They retraced 
every step of the way they had come, and late in the 
afternoon they reached the canoe. They arrived at camp 
about dusk, and found their tent and traps undisturbed. 

That night a long and serious consultation took place, 
and the boys decided that, under the circumstances, they 
had better break camp and start for home. They had 
experienced as much adventure as they cared about^ and 
they felt, moreover, that they could not enjoy themselves 
with such a large sum of money in their possession. 

Two days later, after a safe and uneventful cruise down 
the Wabalong River, the party reached Blue Rock. The 
Hudson Bay Company's agent was informed of what had 
happened, and he wisely advised the boys to keep their 
lips sealed as long as they were on Canadian soil. 

However, their stay at the trading-post was brief. On 
the following day they parted from the faithful O jib way 
with many regrets, and steamed across Lake Superior in 
: the stanch little yacht Yolande. They encountered no 
: bad weather during the voyage, and on the evening of 
the second day out from Blue Rock they entered the 
harbor of Marquette. 

Garth and Andy took their companions home with 
them, and after a hearty supper they paid a visit to 
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^r. Cudlip. It was a proud and happy moment for the 
boys when they presented him with the satchel of money, 
and told how it had been recovered. The thrilling story 
quickly spread through the town, and all the papers gave 
it columns of space on their front pages. 

For the next few days the lads were heroes, and were 
surrounded by admiring crowds wherever they went. 

Then came the inevitable parting, for Clyde and Norry 
received telegraphic instructions to come home. They 
went by rail, after hiring a crew to take the yacht back 
to its owners. Garth and Andy felt in very low spirits 
when they saw their friends off in the train, for it was 
extremely uncertain when they would meet again. 

But on the very next morning their gloom was dis- 
pelled by a most unexpected event. Mr. Cudlip sent for 
them, and declared his intention of paying their expenses 
at any college which they might prefer. He owed them 
this slight return, he said, in consideration of the brave 
part they had taken in the discovery of the bank robbery, 
and the chase of the burglars. 

In a day or two the matter was arranged with the full 
consent of Mr. Railton and Mr. Conway, who had mean- 
while arrived home between trips. It is needless>to say 
that the boys chose Yale. They wrote the glad news to 
Clyde and Norry, and then began to study for the fall 
examination under a tutor whom Mr. Cudlip procured. 

And here we may safely but regretfully leave them, 
confident that they will enter the famous university in 
triumph; and that in the happy days to come, when they 
renew their acquaintance with Clyde and Norry, they will 
remember how the bonds of friendship and boyish affec- 
tion were first cemented amid deadly peril and adventure 
on the great lake and in the wilds of Ontario. 

THE END. 
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